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here may fall into evil hands when T am gonej 
not trouble me. 

‘^liiit oomo, soflor, yon arc hungry, and the , 
who has promised to oat with us, must ride 
celebrate a mass to-morrow at a village three leagues awa^ 
so I have ordered supper early. 1'lie porter with your bag , 
arrived safely ; it has been jdaocd in your chamber, the 
Abbot’s room it is called, and if you will follow me 1 will 
show you a short path to it from tlie cliapel.^^ 

Then lie led the way to a little door in the wall. Un- 
locking this door, they passed up some narrow stairs, at 
the head of which was a landing-place with a window, or 
rather f/n7ie, so arranged that, while it was invisible from 
below, ail observer standing there could liear and sec all 
that passed in the cha[)el. 

“ This was the place,’' said Don Ignatio, whence the 
old abbots kept se(^ret w'atch upon the monks, and it was 
here that once T saw a sight which 1 am not likely to for- 
get." 

Then he passed on through several long and intricate 
passages, till ho came to a sitting-room tilleil with hand- 
some old Spanish furniture. 

Your sleo])ing-plaee lies beyond, scfior," he said, open- 
ing another <loor that led into a large and dreary-looking 
chamber, lighted liy heavily-barred windows, of which the 
sills were not less than ten feet from the ground. 

On the walls were, frescoes of the Las;» Judgment, and of 
scenes inspired by the bloody drama of the Incjiiisition, 
grim to look on and somewdiat injured by damp, but ex- 
ecuted with great powder ami vivid, if distorted, imagi- 
nation. Below the centre window, and reaching to within 
throe feet of the floor, was an ancient full-length portrait 
of one of the abbots of the monastery, life-size and painted 
in oils npon a panel, representing a man of fierce and evil 
countenance, over whose tonsured head the Holy KSpirit 
was shown hovering in the shape of a dove. For the rest. 
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tlie room ^was well, if lightly, furiiished, and boasted the 
luxury of squares of matting laid upon the brick floor. 

1 fear that you will think this but a dismal apartment, 
seflor," said Don Ignatio, still it is our guest-chamber ; 
moreover, there is a room attached which I thought might 
be useful to you to write in, should you wish to do so. 
The people here say that the place is haunted, but I know 
you Englishmen do not bother about such things. It is 
not wonderful, however, that they talk tlius, seeing that 
murders were done in this chamber in the time of Don 
Pedro Moreno. Indeed, he laid a i)lot to kill me and my 
friend here, and, though he did not succeed in that in- 
stance, wlieii 1 came into possession afterwards, I found 
several skeletons beneath the floor — two of them, I remem- 
ber, iust where the bed stands now — and gave them decent 
burial. ’’ 

♦Jones, as in lionour bound, declared himself to be totally 
indilfcrent to representations of tortures of the Iiufuisition, 
memories of departed abbots, skeletons of murdered men 
beneath the floor, ghosts, and hoc yenus omne. Still, 
though he never confessed it to his host, his first night in 
the abbot’s chamber, owing probably to the strong coffee 
whicli he had drunk, was not altogether a pleasant experi- 
onvv. In after days, however, ne became well accustomed 
to the ])lac(», and, indeed, ])referrcd it to any other room in 
the hacienda. 

In contrast to the rude and ill-dressed fare with which 
Jones was fain to satisfy himself at the mine, Don Ignatio’s 
supper was a feast worthy of Epicurus, especially as it was 
free from the horrible messes, compounded of oil and the 
inward parts of animals, that figure so largely in Mexican 
cookery. 

After their meal, cigars and black coffee were handed 
round, of which the raw materials had been grown on the 
estiite, and never in his life did Jones smoke better tobjic- 
co. When the imdrc — a gentle and well-informed man — 
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had departed, Jones be^jaii to speak of the antiquities of 
tlie country. Soon ho found tlnit his Jiosi's knowledge of 
the subject had not been exaggerated, seeing that lie was 
oven able to decipher liieroglyjihie writings of wliicdi ilu-s 
key was supposed to be lost, and to give an outline of the 
history of the races who built the great teni])les and jial- 
acics, whereof so many ruins are to be found in the Pa- 
lenque district. 

It is sad to think,” said Jones presently. “ that noth- 
ing in which the breath of life remains is left of all this 
eivilisatibn. If only the old legend of the (Jolden (Mty, 
hidden away somewhere in the unexjiloreil recesses of C(‘n- 
tral America, W'cre true, 1 think that I would give ten 
years of my existence to visit it. It would be a glorious 
thing to step back into the jiast, to s(‘e a system at work, 
and mingle with a people of which the world has lost all 
count and knowledge ; for, let the imagination be active 
as it will, it is jiractically impossible to reconstruct these 
things from ruins and traditions. Jn fact, Don fgnatio, I do 
not undershind bow it is that you, wlio have Jiever seen the 
antiguoK in the flesh, can talk about them so certainly.” 

“ If I had never seen them, senior,” he answered, (juiet- 
ly, "Mt would be woiuicrful. Fiideed, yon might be jiisti- 
iied in setting me down as a teller of tales, but it cham^es 
that \ *have seen the (folden City of fable and its (nvilisa- 
tion, and I can assure you that its wonders were far great- 
er than any that have been told of in legend, or even by 
the Spanish romancers.” 

What !” gasped Jones, ^^what! Have I been drink- 
ing too much of your excellent wine ? Am I ashiC]), or did 
1 hear you say that you, the gentleman sitting before me, 
with your own eyes had seen the secret city of the In- 
dians ? ” 

You heard me say so, sefior, though I did not in the 
least expect you to believe me. Indecfl, it is because I can- 
not bear to be thought a liar, that I have never said any- 
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thing of tkis story, aiid for this same reason I sliall not re- 
])(jat it to you, si nee I do not wish that one whom I hope 
will become my friend should hold mo in contempt 
“ In truth I arn sorry tliat T have spoken so freely, hut, 
in support of my veracity, 1 will heg you to remember that 
among the huge forests, wildernesses, and aierras of Cen- 
tral America, where no white man has set his foot, and 
wluuie.e the Indians vanished generations since, there is 
room for many ancient cities. Why, seflor, within two 
hundred mil(‘S or less of where we sit to-night, there exist 
tribes of Lanuidom.^, or unbaptised Indians, who have 
nciver s(‘eu a white man and who still follow their fathers^ 
faiths. Ts'o, sefior, that story shall never be told, at any 
rate in my lifetime, for 1 have nothing to show in proof of 

it, or at least only one thing ” 

What is it ? asked Jones, eagerly. 

“You shall see if you wish, seflor,^Miis host answered, 
and left the room. 

Presently he returned with a little leather bag from 
wliich he extracted a very curious and beautiful ornament. 
It was a great emerald, by far the largest that Jones had 
ever seen, uncut, but highly j)olished. This stone, which 
was set in pure gold, obviously had formed the clasp of a 
belt and could also be used as a sefil ; for on it, cut in in- 
tafjUo, was the mask of a solemn and death-like human face 
surrounded by a hieroglyphic inscription, while on the re- 
vei’sc' were other liieroglyphics. 

“ (.’an you read this writing ?” asked Jones, when he 
had examined the ornament. t 

“ Yes, seflor. The words in front are : ^0 Eyes and 
Mouth, look on me, plead for me.^ And those on the 
ba(;k : > Heart of Heaven, be thou my home.^ 

“ It is wonderful, said Jones, restoring the relic with 
a sigh, for he would have given everything that he had, . 
down lo his sho(*s, to possess it. And now will you not 
make an exceptiou in my favour, and tell me the story ?" 
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fear that I cannot oblige 3’on, sefior/’ Don Ignatio 
answered, shaking his licad. • 

“ Biit,^' pleaded Jones, having revealed so much, it is 
cruel to hide the rest.” 

“ Seflor,” said his host, ^^will j"ou take some more cof- 
fee ? ^^0. Then shall we walk a little on the roof and 
look at the view ; it is pretty by moonlight, and the roofs 
here are wonderful, all built of solid stone ; there is a tra- 
dition that the old monks used to dine on them in summer. 
They have a loop-holed wall round them whence that ab- 
bot, whose portrait hangs in your sleeping-chamber, beat 
back a great attack of the Indians whom his oppression 
stirred into rebellion. 

To-morrow I shall hope to show you round the lands, 
which have repaid me well for my twenty years of cultiva- 
tion. Everybody in Mexhio runs after mines, but its soil 
is the richest mine of all. I kiuiw that, and, seeing the 
capacities of the place, I sold the other emeralds which 
went with this clasp — they were fine stones, but unen- 
graved, and therefon* of no particular interest — and bought 
it cheap enough. Xow that the country is more settled, 
and I have planted so much, its value has become great, 
and will be greater still wlnai all the young cocoa bushes 
arc in full bearing a few years hence. 

There, tlianks be to the Saints, the stair is done — of 
late my back hurts me when I cJimb up steps. The air is 
sweet, is it not, setlor, and the prospcict pleasing ? Look, 
the river shines like silver. Ah ! how v>eautvtul is (lod'S 
world ! It makes me sad to think of leaving it, hut doubt- 
less He will provide still finer places for us to work and 
serve Him in, gardens where sin and grief cannot enter. 
Surely there is room enough yonder, and he nodded 
toward the sky. 

This was but the first of many nights that Jones spent 
under Don Ignatio's hospitable roof, where, as the months 
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went by, he grew more ami more welcome. Soon lie con- 
ceived a great afTection for the grave, sweet-natiired, kind- 
ly old Indian gentleman, whose mind seemed to be incapa- 
ble of any evil thought, and whose chief ambitions were to 
imjirove his land and do good to all about him, more espe- 
cially to his Indian servants or peons. 

In tlie beginning of their intimacy they made several 
exiiediiions together to inspect ruins in the neighbourhood, 
and once Don Ignatio came to stay with him at the mine 
of Ija (lomjcpcion, where his visit proved of the greatest 
use to Mr. Jones and the (jompany he served. One of the 
difliculties in working this particular mine lay in the scar- 
city of labour. At a word from Don Ignatio this trouble 
vanished, lie sent for a cacique, who lived in the moun- 
tains, and spoke to him, and, lo ! within a week, fifty stal- 
wart Indians appeared to oiler their services at the mine, 
thus affording one of many instances that came to Jones’s 
knowledge, of his friend’s extraordinary influence among 
the natives. 

As time went on, however, these excursions ceased, since 
Don Ignatio^s health grew too feeble to allow him to leave 
the hacienda. 

At length, it ’was when they had been acquainted for 
nearly two years, a messenger arrived at the mine one 
morning, saying that he was instructed by his master, Don 
Ignatio, to tell the Sefior Jones that he lay dying and 
would be glad to sec him. lie was to add, however, that 
if it should be in any way inconvenient, the Sefior Jones 
must not trouble himself to come for so small a matter, 
as his master had written a letter which would be delivered 
to him after his death. 

Needless to say the S^eflor Jones travelled across the 
aioimtains as fast as the best mule he owned would carry 
him. On arriving at the hacienda he found Don Ignatio 
lying in his room, almost paralysed and very weak, but per- . 
fectly clear-headed and rejoiced to sec him. 
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“1 am about to make my last journey, friend,” he said, 

and I am f?lad, for of late 1 have sulTere<l a ^^roiit <leal of 
pain in my back, the result of an ancient injury. Also it is 
time that a helj)less old man should make room for a more 
active one.” And he looked at his visitor strangely, and 
smiled. 

•Jones, Avhose feelings were touched, niadci the usual re- 
ply as to his having Jiiany months to live, but Don Ignatio 
cut him short. 

Don^t waste time like that, frfend,” lie said, “ but lis- 
ten. Ever since w(» knew each other you have been trying 
to extract from me the story of how 1 eanu^ tr) visit the city, 
Heart of the World, and of my friend, dames Strickland, 
whom, thanks he to Hod, I so soon shall see again. 

“ Well, 1 never would tell it to you, though once or 
twice 1 nearly di<l so when I saw liow my sileiu*e chagrined 
you, jiartly because I pride myself upon being able to keep 
a secret when pressed to reveal it, and also because I am 
sellish and knew that so soon as you had heard my story, . 
you would cease to interest yourself in a stupid, failing old 
man, for who is there that cares about the rind >vheu lie 
has sucked the orange ? 

“ Also there were other reasons : for instance, 1 (^ould not 
have related that history wilhoiit displaying unseemly 
emotion, and I know that you Englishmiui dcispise siudi ex- 
hibitions. Lastly, if 1 told it at all, 1 desinjd to tell it fully 
and carefully, keeping everything in proportion, and this 
it would have been difficult to do by word mouth. Yet 
I have not wished to disappoint you altogether, and I have 
wished that some record of the curious things which I have 
'seen in my life should be preserved, though this last desire 
alone would not have be(ui sufficiently strong to move me 
to the tiisk which 1 finished ten days ago, before the par- 
alysis crept into my arm. 

“ May I trouble you to open that cupboard near the foot 
of the bed, and to give me the pile of writing that you 
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will find in it,. A tlionsand thanks. Here, sefior, in these 
pjif^cs, if ivou care to take the trouble to read them, is set 
out an aecionnt of how 1 and my English friend came to 
visit tlui (xolden ("ity. of what Ave saw and suffered there, 
and of some other matters which you may think super- 
fluous, hut that are not without their bearing upon the 
tale. I fear that my skill in writing is small, still perhaps 
it may serve its turn, and if not, it matters nothing, seeing 
tliat you seek the spirit, not the letter, and are not suflli- 
eient of a Spanish scholar to he too critical. 

“ N^ow take the hook and put it away, for the very sight 
of it wearies me, recalling the hours of labour that I have 
spent on it. Also 1 Avish to talk of something more iin- 
])ortant. Tell me, friend, do you propose to stop in tliis 
country, or to return to England 

‘^Return to England! Why, I should starve where 
there are no mines to manage. No, I am too poor.^^ 

“ 'l^hen Avould you return if you were rich h " asked the 
dying man anxiously. 

“ I do not know ; it depends. Rut I think that I have 
been too long aAvay to go to Ha’^c in England for good.^^ 

“ I am glad to hear that, friend, for 1 may as well tell 
you at once that I have made you my heir, so that hence- 
forth you Avill be a wealthy man as Ave understand wealth 
in this country.''’ 

“ You have made me your heir !” stammered Jones. 

Yes. AVhy should I not ? I like you Avell, and know 
you to bo a good and honest man. I have no relations and 
no friends, and, above all, I am sure that you will deal 
justly and gently by my people here, for I have watched 
your bearing toAA^ards those who Avork under you at the 
mine. Moreover, I have conditions to make which will 
not be the less binding on you because they are not set out 
in the will, namely, that you should live here yourself and 
carry on the Avork that I liave begun, for so long as may 
be possible, and that, if you are forced to sell the place by 
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any unforeseen eircnnistaneo, or to leave it away^by testa- 
ment, you slioiild do so to an Englishman only, and one 
of whom you know something. Do you accept 

Indeed, yes, and I know not how to thank you.*' 

Do not thank me at all, thank your own character and 
honest face which have led me to believe that I can make 
no better disposal of my property. And now go, for I am 
tired, but come to see me again to-morrow morning after 
tlic priest has left." 

ISo .fones, who had entered that room possessed of a hard- 
earned eigtit liundrcd a yi^ar, departed from it tlie owner 
of a property which, before long, became worth as many 
thousands annually, as any who have visited him at Santa 
Cruz can testify. Three days later Don Ignatio passed 
away peacefully, and was laid to his rest in the chapel of 
the hacienda. 

This, then, was how the story of the city, Heart of the 
World, and of Don Ignatio ami his friend, James Strick- 
land, who saw it, came into the haiuls of him whom wo 
have called Jones. 

Here follows a translation of the manuscript. 


CHAPTER I 

HOW THE PLOT FAT LEU 

I, loxATio, the writer of this history, being now a man 
in my sixty-second year, was born in a village among the 
mountains that lie between the little towns of Pichaucalco 
and Tiapa. Of all that district my father was the hered- 
itary cacique, and the Indians there loved him much. 
When I was a lad, perhaps nine years old, troubles arose 

c 
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in the country. I never quite understood them, or I may 
have forgotten tlie (?ircum8tjinccs, for such things were 
always liappening, but I think that they were caused by^ 
some tax whitjli the government at Mexico had imposed 
upon us unjustly. Anyhow, my father, a tall man with 
fiery eyes, refused to pay a tax, and, after a while, a body 
of soldiers arrived, mounted upon horses, who shot down 
a great number of the people, and took away some of tlie 
women and children. 

Of my father tliey made a prisoner, and next day they 
led him out while my mother and I were forced to look 
on, and sat him by the edge of a hole that they had dug, 
holding guns to his head and threatening to shoot him 
unless he would tell them a secret which they were anxious 
to learn. All he said, however, was that he wished that they 
would kill him at once, and so free him from the torment of 
the mosquitoes which hummed around him. 

But they did not kill him then, and that night they put 
him back in a prison, where I was brought to visit him by 
the padre, Ignatio, his cousin and my godfather. I re- 
member that he was shut up in a dirty plaee, so hot that it 
was difiicult even to breathe, and that there were some 
drunken Mexican soldiers outside the door, who now and 
again threatened to make an end of us Indian dogs. 

My godfather, the priest Ignatio, confessed my -father in- 
a corner of the cell, and took something from his hand. 
Then my father called me to him and kissed me, and with 
his own fingers for a few moments he hung about my neck 
that thing which the priest had taken from him, only to 
remove it again and give it to Ignatio for safe-keeping, 
saying : See that the boy has it, and its story with it, 
when he comes of age.^^ 

Kow my father kissed me again, blessing me in the 
name of God, and as he did so great tears ran down his 
face, ipien the priest Ignatio took me away, and I never 
saw ifiy father any more, for the soldiers shot him next 
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morning, and threw his body into the hole that they had 
dug to receive it. • 

After this, my godfather, cousin, and namesake, Igna- 
tio, took me and my mother to the little town of Tiapa, of 
which he was priest, but she soon died there of a broken 
heart. 

In Tiapa we lived in the best house in the place, for it 
was built of stone and set upon a bank overhanging a beau- 
tiful rushing river with water that was always clear as glass, 
however much it rained, which river ran a hundred feet or 
more below 4ih8 windows. 

About Tiapa there is little to say, except that in those 
days the people were for the most part thieves, and such 
great sinners that my cousin, the padre, would not shrive 
some of them, even on their death-beds. There was a 
church, however, whereof the roof was overgrown with the 
most beautiful orchids. Also the roads were so bad that, 
except in the dry season, it was difficult to travel either to 
or from the town. 

Here in this forgotten place 1 grew up, but not without 
education, as might have been expected, seeing that my 
cousin was a good scholar, and did all he could to keep me 
out of mischief. 

When I was about fifteen years of age, of a sudden a de- 
sire took hold of mo to become a priest. It was in this 
wise : One Sunday evening I sat in the church at Tiapa, 
looking now at the sprays of orchid flowers that swung to 
and fro in the breeze outside the window, *and now at the 
votive pictures on the walls, offerings made by men and 
women who had called upon their patron saints in the hour 
of danger and had been rescued by them - here from fire, 
there from murderers, and here again from drowning ; rude 
and superstitious daubs, but doubtless acceptable to God, 
who could see in them the piety and gratitude of those 
that out of their penury had caused them to be painted. 

As I'sat thus idly, my godfather, the good priest, began 
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to preach. Now, it chanced that two nights before 
there had been a drea-fiful murder in Tiapa. Three travel- 
lers and a boy, the son of one of them, passing from San* 
Christobel to the coast, stopped to spend the night at a 
liouse near our own. With them they brought a mule-load 
of dollars, the price of the merchandise that they had sold 
at San Chi’istobel, which some of our fellow-townsmen, 
half-breeds of wicked life, determined to steal. 

Accordingly, to tlie number of ten, these assassins broke 
into the house where the travellers lodged, and, meeting 
with I’esistance, they (uit down the three of them with ma- 
chetes^ and possessed themselves of the silver. Just as they 
were leaving, one of tlie thieves perceived the boy hiding 
beneath a bed, and, dragging him out, they killed him 
also, lest he should bear witness against them. 

Now, those who liad done this deed of sliame were well 
known in the town ; still none were arrested, for they 
bribed the officers with part of their booty. But my god- 
father, seeing some of them present in the church, took for 
his text the commandment — Thou shalt do no murder.*^ 

Never have I heard a finer sermon ; indeed, before it was 
finished, two of tlie men rose and » rept from the church 
conscience-stricken, and when the preacher described the 
slaughter of the lad whom their wicked hands had of a 
sudden hurled into eternity, many of the congregation • 
burst into tears. 

I tell this story because it was then for the first time, 
as I thought of the murdered boy, who some few days be- 
fore had been as full of life as I was myself, that I came to 
know what death meant, and to understand that I also 
must die and depart for ever cither into heaven or hell. I 
shook as the thought struck me, and it seemed to mo that 
I saw Death standing at my elbow, as he stands to-day, and 
then and there I determined that I would be a priest and 
do good all my life, in order that I might find peac.e at the . 
last and escape the fate of the evil. 
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On the morrow I went into qjy godfiither^s roon^and told 
him of my desire. He listened to mo attentively, and 
answered : *• I would that it might bo so, my son, holding 
as I do tliat the things of the world to come outweigh 
those of this present earth ten thousandfold, but it cannot 
be, for reasons that y«u shall learn when you arc older. 
Then, when my trust i^nded, you may make your choice, 
and, if you still wigh it, become a priest.” 

. . • . .^. • 

Five more years passed away, during which time I grew 
strong and' active, and skilled in all manly exercises. Also 
I studied much under the teaching of iny ^d father, who 
sent even to Spain to buy me books. 

Among these books were many histories of my own ra(!C, 
tlie Indians, and of their conquest by the Sfmniards, all 
that had been published indeed. Of such histories 1 
never tired, although it maddened me to read of the mis- 
fortunes and cruel oppression of my people, wlio to-day 
wore but a nation of slaves. 

At length, on my twentieth birthday, my godfather, who 
now was grown very old and feebly, called me into his 
chamber, and, having locked the door, ho spoke to mo 
thus : 

•^My son, the time has come when I must deliver to you 
the last* messages of your beloved father, my cousin and 
best friend, who was murdered by the soldiers when you 
wen? a little child, and tell you of your d'^^i^eent and other 
matters. 

First, then, you must know that you are of royal and 
ancient blood, for your forefather in the eleventh degree 
was none other than Guatemoc, the last of the Aztec em- 
perors, whom the Spaniards murdered, which descent I can 
prove to you by means of old writings and pedigrees ; also 
it is known and attested among the Indians, who even now 
do not forget the stock whencje sprang tlicir kings.” 

‘'Then by right 1 am Emperor of Mexico,” I said 
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proiully, for in my folly it seemed a fine thing to be sprung 
from men who once had worn a crown. 

^^Alas ! my son,” the old priest answered sadly, “in this 
world might is the only right, and the Spaniards ended 
that of your forefathers long ago by aid of torture and 
the noose. Save that it will earn* you reverence among 
the Indians, it is but a barren hmiour which you inherit 
with your blood. 

“Yet there is one thing that has come down to you 
from your ancestor, Guatemoc, and the monandis who 
ruled before Ijjm. Perchance you remember that on the 
night previous to his death, your father set an amulet up- 
on your neck, and, removing it again, gave it to me to keep. 
Here is that amulet.” 

Then he handed me a trinket made of the half of a heart- 
shaped emerald, smooth with wear, but unpolished, that, 
if joined to its missing section, would have been as large as 
a dove^s egg. This stone was not broken, but cut from the 
top to the bottom, the line of separation being so cunning- 
ly sawn that no man, unless he had one half before him, 
could imitate the other. The charm was bored through 
so as to be worn upon a chain, and engraved upon its sur- 
face were some strange hieroglyphics and the outline of 
half a human face. 

“ AVhat is it ? ” I asked. 

The old priest shrugged his shoulders, and answered : 

“A relic which had to do with their wicked heathen 
magic and rites, I suppose. I know little about it, except 
that your father told me it was the most valued possession 
of the Aztec kings, and that the natives believe that when 
the two halves of this stone come together, the men of 
white blood will be driven from Central America and an 
Indian emperor shall rule from sea to sea.” 

“ And where is the other half, father ? ” 

“How should I know,” he answered testily, “who have 
no faith in such stories, or in stones with the heads of 
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idols graven upon them ? 1 am a priest, and therefore 
your father told me little of the matter, since it is'not law- 
■ful that I should belong to secret societies. Still, some 
such society exists, and, in virtue of the ownership of that 
talisman, you will be head of it, as your ancestors were be- 
fore you, thougli, so far as I can learn, the honour brought 
them but little luck. 

I know no more about it, but I will give you letters to 
a certain Indian who lives in the district of which your 
father was cacique, and, when you show him the stone, 
doubtless he Avill initiate you into its mysteries, though I 
counsel you to have nothing to do with tliem. 

Listen, Ignatio, my son, you are a rich man ; how rich 
I cannot tell you, but for many generations your fore- 
fathers have hidden up treasure for an object which I must 
explain, and the gold will be handed over to you by those 
of your clan in whose keeping it is. It was because of 
this treasure that your fatlier and your great-grandfather 
were done to death with many others, since the rumour of 
it came to the cars of those that ruled in Mexico, who, 
when they failed to force its secret from them, tormented 
and killed them in their rage. 

""Now, this w^as the message of your father to you con- 
cerning the wealth which he and his ancestors had hidden : 

"" " Tell my sop, Ignatio, should he live to grow up, that 
there has never departed from our family the desire to win 
back the croTO that Guatemoc lost, or at least to drive out 
the accursed Spaniards and their spawn, and to establish 
an Indian Republic. To this end we have heaped up 
wealth for generations, that it might serve us when the 
hour was ripe ; and because of this wealth, of which the 
whisper could not altogether be hid in a land which is full 
of spies, some of us have come to cruel deaths, as I am 
about to do to-night. 

"" " But I shall die keeping my secret, and when my son 
grows up others may rule at Mexico, or the matter may 
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have been forgotten : at least tlie gold will be where I left 
it. say to my son that it is my hope that he will 

use it in the cause to further which it has been amassed ; * 
that he will devote his life to the humbling of our white 
masters, and to the uplifting of the race which for cen- 
turies they have robbed, murdered, and enslaved. 

“ ^Nevertheless, say to him that I lay no commands up- 
on him as to these matters, seeing that he must follow his 
own will about them, for I cannot forget that, from genera- 
tion to generation, those who went before him have reaped 
nothing but disaster in their struggle against the white 
devils, whom, bec^ause of the sins and idolatry of our fore- 
fathers, it has pleased God to set over us.^ 

Those were your fathcr^s words, my son, which he 
spoke to me in the hour of his murder. And now you will 
understand why I said that you must wait before you de- 
termined to be a priest. If that is still your wish, it can 
bo fulfilled, for your father left it to you to follow what- 
ever life you might desire. 

When ho had finished speaking I thought for a while, 
and answered : So long as ray father blood is un- 
avenged I cannot become a priest.” 

It is as I feared,” said the old man with a sigh, that 
cursed talisman which lies about your neck has begun its 
work with you, Ignatio, and you will tread the path that 
the others trod, perchance to die in blood as they died. 
Oh ! why cannot man be content to leave the righting of 
wrongs and the destinies of nations in the hands of the 
Almighty and His angels ? ” 

Because for good or evil the Almighty chooses men to 
be His instruments,” I answered. 

Within a week from this day some Indians came to 
Tiapa disguised as porters, whose mission it was to lead me 
to the mountains among which my father had lived, and 
where his treasure still lay liidden. 
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Bidding farewell to my godparent, the priest, wlio wept 
when he parted from me, I started u})on my jourifby, keep- 
• iiig my destination secret. As it chanced, 1 never saw him 
more, for a montli later he was seized with some kind of 
mhintura^ or fever, and died suddenly. The best thing I 
can say of him is that, with one exception, tliere lives no 
man in heaven above whom 1 so greatly desire to meet 
again. 

On the third day of my journey we reached a narrow 
pass in the mountains, beyond whicli lay an Indian village, 
lleni my guides took me to the house of one Antonio, to 
whom the padre Ignatio had given me letters, an old man 
of venerable aspect, who greeted me warmly, and ma^Ie 
me known to several caciques who were staying with him, 
I knew not why. 

So soon as we were alone in the house, one of these 
caciques, after addressijig me in words whicdi J. could not 
understand, asked me if 1 had a ‘^lleart/^ ^ro this I rc- 
jdied that I hoped so, whereat they all lauglied. Tlien 
the man Antonio, coming to me, unbuttoned my shirt, re- 
vealing the talisman that had belonged to my father, and 
at the sight of it tlie company bowed. 

Next the doors were locked, and, sentries having been 
posted before them, a ceremony began, which even now it 
is not lawful that I should describe in detail. On this 
solemn occasion 1 was first initiated intf> the mysteries of 
the Order of the Heart, and afterwards installed as its 
hereditary chief, thus becoming, while yet a boy, the abso- 
lute lord of many thousand men, brethren of our Society, 
who were scattered far and wide about the laud. 

On the day after I had taken the final oaths, Antonio 
handed over to me the treasure that my ancestors hoarded 
in a secret place, which my father had left in his keeping, 
and it was a great treasure, amounting to more than a 
million dollars in value. 

Now i was rich, both in men and money, still, following 
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the counsel of Antonio, I abode for a while in the village, 
receiving those who came from every part of Mexico to 
visit me as Holder of the Heart, and as first in rank among 
the fallen peoples of the Indians. ^ 

It was during these months that I made the great error 
of my life. Some three miles from the village where I 
dwelt, lived two sisters, Indian ladies of noble blood, 
though poor, one of them a widow, and the other a very 
beautiful girl, younger than myself. It chanced that, rid- 
ing pjist their house upon a certain Sunday evening, when 
most of the inhabitants of the valley were away at a feda^ 
I heard screams coming from it. 

Dismounting from my horse I ran in at the door, which 
was open, and saw one of the sisters, tlie widow, lying 
dead upon the ground, while two bandits, Mexicans, were 
attacking the younger woman. Drawing my machete y I 
cut down the first of them before he had time to turn, 
then I fell upon the second man with such fury that I 
drove him back against the Avail. Seeing that his life was 
in danger, ho called upon me not to kill him for the sake 
of a low Indian girl, Avliich insult maddened me so that I 
slow him upon the spot, and caused his body, with that of 
his com])anion, to be buried secretly. 

It happened that after this the girl whose life 1 had 
saved came to dwell in my village, where I saw ftiiich of 
her. So lovely was she and so clever, that soon she won 
my heart, and the end of it was that, being headstrong and 
in love, I married her, against the advice of Antonio and 
others of my brethren of the Order. It would have been 
better for the Indian people, and perhaps for me also, if I 
had died before I stood at the altar with this woman, 
though for a while she was a good wife, and, because of her 
cleverness, of great service to me at that time. 

Now, it must be stated that during all these months I had 
not been idle. The more I thought on them, thje more 
the wrongs of my countrymen, the real owners of the 
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land, took hold of niy mind, till at Icngtli they possessed 
it utterly, and I became an enthusiast and a dreamer. 
This was the object of my life — to form a great conspiracy, * 
which should bring about a rising of the Indians in every 
province of Mexico upon a given day ; then, when tlio 
Spaniards and their bastards, tlie Spanish Mexicans, had 
been stamped out, to re-establish the Empire of the 
Aztecs. 

It was a madness, perhaps, but the madness lurked in 
my blood*; my forefathers had siiiFored from and for it, 
and I think that it must have come down to us from our 
ancestor, (luatemoc, tlie greatest and most unfortunate 
Indian who ever lived. AVhere they failed I determined to 
succeed, and, strange to say, in the end I went near to 
success. 

For years I laboured, travelling to and fro about the 
land till there was no province where I was not known as 
the Holder of the Heart, and the chief by blood of the 
Indian tribes. Everywhere I strove to rouse the people 
from their sloth, and to win the caciqueH^ or head men, to 
the cause, and I did not strive in vain. I used my great 
wealth to buy arms, to gain over the lukewarm with bribes, 
and in many other ways. When my fortune sank low I 
gathered more, for without gold nothing could be done. 
Treasures that were buried in the old days were given up to 
me as Lord of the Heart by those who had .their secret ; also 
many brought me money, each what he could spare, and J 
hoarded it against the hour of need. 

For a year or more I was the greatest power in Mexico, 
and yet, though hundreds were privy to my plot, it was so 
well hidden that no whisper of it came to the oars of the 
Government. At length all was ready, and so carefully were 
my plans laid that success seemed certain ; but the unforeseen 
happened, and I failed —thus : 

That woman whose life I had saved, my own wife whom 
I loved and trusted, who was bound to my cause and that 
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of her countrymen by every tie human and divine, betrayed 
me and fc. Just before the time fixed for the rising, it was 
agreed that she sliould be placed, as one of whom we could 
be sure, to play the part of a servant in the house of the 
man who ruled Mexico in those days, that she might spy 
upon him. 

Instead of so doing, she, my wife, fell in love with him. 
It is easy to guess the rest. One night, but a week before 
the appointed time, I and some five or six others, the 
leaders of our party, were seized. My companions were 
made away with secretly, but I was brought before the 
great man, who received me alone, holding a pistol in 
his hand. 

'^I know all your plans, friend,"^ he said, ^"and I con- 
gratulate you on them, for they were cleverly managed. I 
know also that you have a groat treasure in gold hidden 

away and he named the sum. I'hat wife of yours, 

whom you were fool enough to trust, has told me every- 
thing, but she cannot tell me where the money is hidden, 
for this you withheld from her, which shows that you are 
not altogether mad. 

Kow, friend, T make you a fair offer — ^hand over this 
treasure, and you shall go free — of course when the day of 
vengeance is past and your sheep have found themselves 
without a shepherd — nor shall you be molested afterwards. 
Eefuse to do so, and you will be brought to trial and die as 
you deserve. 

^^IIow can you promise for others ?" I asked. You 
are not the only white man who would have fallen." 

can promise for others, first, because I am their mas- 
ter, and, secondly, because nobody but myself knows any- 
thing of this matter, since, if I told them, I must also 
share your wealth with tliem, and that, friend, I mean to 
keep. Give it up to me and you may go and plot against 
my successors and tlie Government of Mexico as much as 
pleases you, and take your wife with you for aught I care ; 
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for, friend, having earned so comfortable a competence, I 
propose to leave a land where, as this business prdVes, peo- 
‘ple in authority are too apt to have tlieir throats cut. Now 
choose, and be so good as to stand quite still while you are 
thinking the matter over, or I may be forced to shoot you.’^ 
How about my associates ? ” I asked. 

I believe that three or four of them have been carried 
off — by typhus — within the last day or two, the prisons 
here are so unhealthy ; but I am sure that if the gold is 
forthcoming, no more will siekeii." 

Then I chose, for I thought to myself that I might get 
more gold, but I could never get another life, and if I died 
many must suffer with me and all my hopes for the future 
of the Indian race would come to naught. Also I knew 
this villain to be a man of his word, and that what he 
promised he would fulfil. 

Within ten days he had the money, and I was free to 
begin my life again, nor did any of those wlib were doomed 
to perish in it, learn the talc of the plot that had threat- 
ened them. 

I was free ; but what a freedom was this, when I had 
lost everything save the breath that God placed in my nos- 
trils, and, perhaps, my honour. The great house that I 
had builded was fallen to the ground, the moneys I ha<l 
amassed* were stolen, the chief of my companions were 
dead, my credit as a deliverer of the people was gone, and 
my cause had become hopeless. All these things had come 
upon me because of a woman, a traitress, whom I had 
nurtured in my bosom. 

At first I was dazed, but when I came to understand I 
swore a great oath before Heaven that, for her false sake, 1 
would hate and renounce her sex ; that, whatever might be 
the temptation, never again would I look kindly upon women, 
or have to do with one of them in word, or thought, or deed. 
That oath, so far as lay in my power, I have kept to this day, 
and I hope to keep through all eternity. 
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It may bo asked what became of my wife. I do not 
know. ‘T lifted no liand against her who was flesh of my 
flesh, but sJie pin’ished. The story was know’n. I was 
forc(!d to tell it to clear myself. After I escaped from the 
])rison 1 lay ill for many weeks, and when I recovered she 
was gone. Others had been betrayed besides myself, and 
doubtless some of them had wreaked fitting vengeance on 
lier. What it wjis I never asked. 

h’or jnany years — tw'cnty perhaps — I became a wanderer. 
Now as b(d'or(i the Indians loved mo, and, as Lor<l of the 
Heart and their hei'editary cnciqucy in a sense I still was 
great, althoiigli but the shadow of power dwelt with me : 
the substance had departed, as it departs ever from those 
who fail. From time to time I strove to rebuild the plot ; 
but, now that I was friendless and without* fortune, few 
would follow me thus far. 

So it came about that at length I abandoned the en- 
deavour, and lived as best I could. I fought in three wars, 
and gained honours therein, and took my share in many 
adventures, all of which left mo as poor as I had entered 
on them. At times I remembered my desire to become a 
priest, but now it was over late to study ; also my hands 
were too much soiled with the aifairs of the world. 

Wearying of the struggle, I went back to my village in 
the mountains and dwelt there awhile, but this alsq wearied 
me, having nothing to do, and I turned my attention to the 
management of mines. 

It was while I was thus employed, as a middle-aged man, 
that I made the acquaintance of James Strickland, who 
was destined to accompany me to the city, Heart of the 
World. 
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CIIAI^^KR II 

THE SE5[0U STUK'KLAXD 

Two-and-twenty years ago, I, Igiiatio, visited a village in 
the State of Tamaijipas, naiiied Oumarvo, a beautiful 
place, lialf-hidden in pine forests amongst the mountains. 
1 came to this hamlet because a friend of mine, one of the 
brethren of the Order of the Heart, wrote to me saying 
that there was an Indian in the neighbourhood wlio had in 
his possession an ancient Aztec scroll, which, being in 
picture-writing, neither he nor anyone else could read. 

This scroll liad descended to the Indian thtough many 
generations, and with it a tratlition that it told of a very 
rich gold mine in the mountains whereof the site was lost, 
which had been closed to save it from the grip of Cortes, 
by the order of Guatemoc, my forefather, whom the 
Spaniards murdered — may their souls be accursed ! 

Now, I had been taught the secret of the picture-writing 
by old Antonio, my father^s friend, when first I was in- 
itiated into the mysteries of the Heart, though it must die 
with me, for I believe that at this hour there is no other 
man living who can read it. 

This writing the Indian was willing to give up to me as 
Lord of the Heart, and accordingly, having nothing better 
to do, I journeyed to Cumarvo to study it. In this matter, 
as in many others, I was destined to meet itli disappoint- 
ment, however — at any rate for a while ; for, on my arrival 
at the house of my friend, I heard that the Indian had 
died of a sudden sickness, and that his son could not dis- 
cover where the scroll was hidden. 

Another thing I heard also, namely, that a white man, 
an InglesBy the first who ever visited these parts, had come 
to the village about six months before, and was engaged in 
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working some old silver mines on behalf of a company, a 
task tlmt he found difficult, for the Mexican owners of 
land in the neigh])ourhood, being jealous of him and angry 
because he paid his men a fair wage, were striving to pre- 
vent Indians from labouring in his mine. 

Now the jiativcs of this place, from Monday morning to 
Saturday niglit, were a gentle and industrious people, but 
they had this fault, that on the Saturday night many of 
them were accustomed to become drunk on mescal^ the 
spirit that is distilled from the root of the aloe. Then 
their natures were changed, and fierce quarrels would 
spring u}) amongst them, for the most part about women, 
that ended often enougli in bloodshed. 

It chanced that such a fray arose on the night of my ar- 
rival at Cumarvo. On the morrow I saw the fruits of it 
as I walked down the little street which was bordered by 
white, flat-roofed houses and paved with cobble-stones, 
purposing to attend mass in the lime-washed church, 
where the bell rang night and day to scare evil spirits 
back to hell. 

In tlio middle of the street, lying in the shade of a 
house, were two dead men. A handsome Indian girl, witli 
a sullen and unmoved countenance, was engaged in wind- 
ing a serapej or blanket, round one of the bodies ; but the 
other lay untended, certain stains upon the clothing re-‘ 
veuling the manner of its end. On a doorstep sat a third 
man, much wounded about the head and face, while the 
barber of the village, its only doctor, attempted to remove 
his hair with a pair of blunt scissors, so that he might 
dress the cuts. 

The scene was dreadful, but no one took much notice of it, 
for Indian life is cheap, and in those days death by violence 
was even more common in Mexico than it is now. On the 
opposite side of the street an old woman chaffered with a 
passer-by about the price of her oranges, while some chil- 
dren with shouts and laughter strove to lasso and drag away 





‘This Is youp doing, woman! Are you not afraid P* 
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a pig that hatinted the place ; and a girl on her way to 
mass stepped over the uncovered body which lay So quiet 
in the shade, and, recognising it as that of a friend, crossed 
herself as she hurried on. 

What is the cause of this, sefior ? ” I asked of the 
barber. 

think that I have the honour of addressing Don 
Ignatio,’^ the little man answered, and, lifting his hands 
from their work, he made a sign showing that ho also was 
a member of our Brotherhood, though a humble one. 

Ah, I thought so,” he went on as I gave the counter- 
sign ; we hoard that you were going to visit us, and I am 
glad of it, for I weary of dressing wounds on Sundays, and 
perhaps you may be able to put a stop to these lights. 
The woman was the cause of it, of course, sefior ; these are 
not the first she has brought to their deaths,” and he nod- 
ded at the girl who was wrapping the body in a blanket. 

‘^You see, she was going to marry this man,” and he 
tapped the Indian whose wounds ho was dressing on the 
shoulder, but she took up with that one,” pointing to 
the nearest body, ^Mvhercon liumber One here, being 
drunk with mescal, laid wait for Number Two and stabbed 
him dead. The girl who was with him ran for Number 
Tliree yonder. Number Two’s brother, but Number One 
ambuslmd him, so he was killed also. Then, hearing the 
noise, the village giianl came up and cut down our friend 
here with their machetes, but as you see, unfortunately, 
they did not kill him.” 

I heard, and anger took hold of me. Approaching the 
girl, 1 said : 

“ This is your doing, woman ! Are you not afraid ? ” 

“What of it?” she answered, sullenly ; “can I help it if 
1 am pretty, and men fight for mo ? Also, who are you who 
ask me whether I am afraid ? ” 

“Fool,!” cried the barber from the doorstep; “do you 
dare to speak thus to the Lord of the Heart ? ” 
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The girl started, and replied : 

Wlfy not ? Is he then my lord ? 

“Listen, girl I said; “others besides these have 
died through you.*’ 

“ How do you know that ? ” she answered. “ But what 
need to ask ? If you arc the Lord of the Heart you liave 
the evil eye, and can read secrets without their being dis- 
covered to you.” 

“It is you that have the evil eye, woman, like many 
another of your sex 1 I said. “ Hear me, now : you will 
leave this i)lacc, and you will never return to it, for if you 
do, you die ! Also, remember that if harm should come to 
any more men on your account, wherever you go I shall 
know of it, and you will die there ! ” 

“ Whoever you are, you are not the Government, and 
have no right to kill me," she siiid, trying to hide the fear 
whicli crept into her dark eyes. 

“ No, woman, I am not the Government ; but among 
our people I am more powerful than the Government. If 
you do not bt‘lieve me, ask the doctor yonder, and he will 
tell you that I should be obeyed, even by people who had 
never seen me, where a trooj^ of soldiers would be laughed 
at. If I say that you are to die, you will die in this way 
or in that, for my curse will be on you. Perhaps you 
may tumble over a precipice, or you may take a fever, or* 
be drowned in crossing a river, qiiien sdbe ! " 

“ I know, lord, I know," she whispered, shivering, for 
now she was frightened. Do not look so terribly at me ; 
spare mo this time for the love of God ! I did not mean 
to do it, but when men put their hearts into a woman^s 
hand, how can she help squeezing them, especially if she 
hates men ? But I did not hate this one," and she 
touched the cheek of the dead Indian caressingly ; “ I 
really meant to marry him. It is that fellow whom I 
hate,” pointing to her wounded lover, “ and I hope that 
he will be shot, else I think that I shall poison him." 
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You will not poison him, woman ; and, thonjji he de- 
serves to die, you are worso than lie. Now begone, and 
remember my words ! ” 

Bending down, slic touched tlie corpse’s forehead witli 
, her lips, then, rising, said : 

I kiss your feet, Lord of tlic Heart,” and went away 
without looking behind lier, nor was she seen again in that 
village. 

Then, with a sigh, I also was turning to go, for it sad- 
dened me to think that when drink got hold of thomi a 
woman should have the jiower to eliange these men, who 
were my bretliren, into siivage beasts thirsting for each 
other’s blood. 

Ah ! ” I mused, had it not been for that other wo- 
man who destroyed me and my hope, by now I had begun 
to teach them better.” 

At this moment, looking up, I chanced to see a man such 
as I had never before beheld, standing by my side and 
gazing at me, Stories arc told of how imm and women, 
looking on each other for the first lime, in certain cases 
are filled with a strange passion of love, of which, come 
what may, they can not again bis rid. 

Among many miafortiincs, thanks be to my guardian 
angels, this fate has never overtaken me, yet at that mo- 
ment 1' felt something that was akin to it— not love, in- 
doeil, but a great sense of friendship and sympathy for and 
• with this man, which, mastering me tlicn, is still growing 
to this hour, though its object lias for many years been 
^doad. 

Perhaps it was the contrast between us that attracted me 
so much at first, since human beings are ever drawn to- 
wards their opposites in nature and appearance. I, as you, 
my friend, for whom I write this history, will remember, 
although you have only known me in my age, am tall, thin, 
and saJlow, like all my race, with a sad expression re- 
flecting the heart within, and melancholy eyes. 
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Very^diifferent were the mind and appearance of James 
Strickland, the Englishman. He was a fine man, over 
thirty years of age, short in proportion to his width, 
though somewhat spare in frame and slender in limb. Ilia 
features were as clearly cut as those of an ancient god up- 
on a marble wall ; his eyes were blue as the sea, and, though 
just now they were troubled at the sight of death, merry 
like the eyes of a boy ; his curling hair — for he had removed 
his hat in the presence of the dead — was yellow as mimosa 
bloom, darkening almost to red in the short beard and 
about the ears, where the weather had caught it ; and 
beneath his shirt, which was open at the neck, his skin 
showed white like milk. For the rest, his hands were long 
and delicate, notwithstanding the hard work of which they 
bore traces; his glance was quick, and his smile the most 
pleasant that ever I had seen. 

Your pardon, seflor,'^ said this Inr/lesc, in good Span- 
ish, bowing to mo as ho spoke, but unwittingly I have 
overheard some of your talk with yonder woman, and I 
.cannot understand how it comes about that you, a stranger, 
have so much authority over her. I wish that you would 
explain it to me in order that I might learn how to put 
a stop to such murders. These dead men were two of my 
best workmen, and I do not know whore I shall look to 
replace them.” 

“ I cannot explain it, seflor,” I answered, returning his 
bow, “ further tlian to say that I have a certain rank among 
the Indians, on account of which they reverence me. Still, 
thougli I have no right to ask it of a stranger, I pray that 
you will forget any words of mine which may chance to 
have reached yonr ears, since of such authority the Govern- 
ment is jealous. 

By all means, sefior ; they are already forgotten. 
Well, adiosy this sight is not so pleasant that I wish to 
study it/’ and replacing his hat upon his head, hh passed 
on. 
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Although my journey proved to be in vain, seeing that 
the scroll I came to read had vanished, I lingerod^in the 
village of Cumarvo, alleging as the reason of my stay a 
hope that it might be discovered, but really, as I believe, 
because I desired to become friendly with this white man. 

As it chanced, an opportynity was soon given mo to do 
him a signal service. I have stated that there dwelt men 
of position in this place, Mexicans who were jealous of the 
Englishman, aiid these people stirred up some discontented 
miners in his employ to make a plot to murder him, saying 
that, if they did so, they would win a great treasure which 
he kept.hidden in his house. 

This plot came to my ears through one of the Brother- 
hood, and I determined to frustrate it, to which end I 
collected together twenty good men and true, and, arming 
them with guns, bade them be silent about the matter, 
above all to the Inf/lese, whom 1 did not wish to alarm. 

The' plan of the murderers was at the hour of dawn to 
attack the house where the Scrior Strickland slept with 
four or five st^rvants only, and to put all within its walls to^ 
death. Accordingly, about one o’clock on the night fixe<l, 

I despatched my men by twos and threes, instructing them 
to go round the hills at the back of the house, ajid, creep- 
ing into the garden, to hide themselves there among the 
trees tiH I apijcared. 

An hour later I followed them myself without being 
observed by the spies of the attacking j)arty, for rain fell 
and the night was very dark. Arriving^ in the garden, I 
collected iny men, and placed them in ambush under a 
low wall commanding the street, up which I knew the 
murderers must come. Ifcrc avc waited patiently till the 
cocks crew and the dawn began to break in the east. 

Presently we heard a stir in the village beneath, as of 
men marching, and in the gathering light we saw the 
murderiETS creeping stealthily up the street to the number 
of fifty or more. So great was their fear of the English- 
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man, that they thought it safer to bring many men to kill 
him, also each of the villains desired that his neighbour 
should be a sliarer in the crime. 

“Will you not wake up the Inylese?^' asked the man 
next to me. 

“ No,^^ I answered, “ it will be time enough to wake him 
when the affair is settled. Let none of you fire till I give 
the word.^’ 

Now, tlie brigands in the street below, — men without 
shame, — after waiting a little time for the light to grow 
stronger, advanced toward the gate, looking like a proces- 
sion of monks, for tlie air was chilly and each of them wore 
his Hcrajie wrapped about his head. In their hands they 
carried rifles and drawn machetes. 

Within ten paces of the gate they paused for a minute to 
consult, and 1 heard their leader, a Mexican, direct half of 
them to creep round to the back of the house so as to cut 
off all escape. Tlien I whistled, which was the signal 
agreed upon, at the same time covering the Mexican with 
my rifle. Almost before the sound had left my lips, there 
followed a report of twenty guns, and some fifteen or six- 
teen of the enemy were stretched upon the ground. 

For a moment they wavered, and I thought that the 
rest of them were going to fly, but this they dared not do, 
for they knew that they had been seen ; therefore they 
rushed at the wall with a yell, firing as they came. As they 
climbed over it we met them with pistol shots and machetes^ 
and for a few minutes the affair was sharp, for they were 
desperate, and outnumbered us. 

Still they lost many men in scaling the wall and forcing 
the gate, and with the exception of fourteen who fled, and 
were for the most part caught afterwards, the rest of them 
we finished amongst the flowers and vegetables of the garden. 
Just as all was over, the Englishman, who was a sound 
sleeper, appeared yawning, dressed in white, and holding a 
pistol in his hand. 
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“ What is this noise ? he asked, rubbing his eyes, "^and 
why are you people fighting in my garden ? Go away, all 
of you, or I shall shoot at you.” 

“I trust,” I said, bow'ing, that the senor will pardon 
us for disturbing him in his slumber, but this matter could 
not be settled witliout some noise. May I offer the sefior 
my scrape? The air is chilly, and he will catch cold in 
that dress.” 

‘‘Thank yon,” he said, putting on the scrape, “And 
now perhaps you will explaiji why you come to spoil my 
garden by making a battle-fiehl of it.” 

Then T told him, and was astonished to see that as 1 
went on he grew very angry. 

“ I suppose that 1 must thank you, gentlemen, for sav- 
ing my life,” he said at (ast, “ though I never asked you 
to do it. Ihit, all the same, J Uiink it shameless that you 
should liave had this fight in my own garden, without giv- 
ing me the opportunity <if sharing it. (Uirambal am la 
little girl that I should be treated in such a way ?” And of 
a sudden he burst out laughing and shook me by th(» hand. 

That day, when all the trouble was over, and tlu^ place 
had been made tidy, the Scfior Strickland sent a man to 
ask if I would do him tfie pleasure to dine with him. I 
accepted, and as we sat smoking after dinner, having talked 
of the fight till we were tired of it, he spoke thus to me : 

“Don Ignatio, I owe you my life, and, believe me, I am 
grateful, for 1 <lo not sec why j-ou should liave risked so 
much for a foreign stranger.” 

“I did it because I like you, sefior,” T answered, “also 
because it is very pleasant to catch the whiked in their 
own toils. Those who perished this morning were villains, 
every one of them. They came in tlie liope of plunder, for 
such ‘men without shame’ wdll murder human beings for 
five dollars^fi head ; but they were set on by others who 
hate ypU^because you treat your Indian workmen fairly, 
and also because they do not wish foreigners here to com- 
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pete with them, and think that you are but the first bird 
of the %ock. ^J^herefore they tliought that it would be 
good policy to kill you so as to frighten away others who 
might follow. However, that danger has gone by, and you 
need have no more fear, for they have learnt a lesson which 
they will not forget/' 

“ So much tlic better then,^^ he answered, ^^for I have 
troubles enough to deal with here, without being bothered 
to prote(;t my life against such contemj)tible vermin. And 
now, Don Ignatio, I hardly like to ask you, and I daresay 
that you will think the offer beneath contempt, but are 
you willing to accept an engagement ? I am sadly in need 
of a sub-manager, one who could control the Indians, and 
to such a man I am prepared to pay a hundred dollars a 
in on til ; the funds of the company 1 represent will not 
allow mo to offer more.^^ 

I thought for a while and answered : 

“ Seftor, the money is not enough to tempt me, though 
it will serve to buy food, lodging, and cigars, but I accept 
your offer for the same reason that I fought your battles 
this morning, because I like you, and will gladly do my 
best to serve you and your interests. Still, I must warn 
you that, for aught I know, I may have to leave your ser- 
vice at short notice, for my time is not altogether my own. 
I also am the servant of a great company, senor, and 
though now I am on leave, as it were, and have been for 
these many years, I may be required at any moment. 

Thus it was, then, that I entered the service of the Seflor 
James Strickland, or rather of his company, in which I 
continued for something more than a year, w'orking very 
hard, for the sefior did not spare either me or himself. But 
as the records of those months of fruitless labour could have 
little interest for you, my friend, instead of writing of them, 
I will tell you in few words what was the history of this 
Englishman as he told it to me. 
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He was of noble blood, as might bo seen in his f|ce, for 
he liad a right to be addressed jis honourable,” which it 
woiildi seem means more in England than it does here. 
Kevertheless, his father was a priest of the heretic cliurch 
and quite poor, thougli, liow this came about, you, being 
an Englishman, will understand better than I, seeing that 
in most countries it is the privilege of nobles to enrich 
tliemselves at the expense of others of less rank. 

At any rate, when James Strickland s fatlier died, his 
son, -who was then a lad of twenty, found that lie possessed 
in the world no more tlian five tliousand dollars. ^J^his 
sum, being of adventurous mind and sanguine tempera- 
ment, he invested in a ranch in Texas, wliero he endured 
much danger find liardsliij), and lost all his money. 

After this ex])eriencc, liaving nothing to live on and no 
friends, ho was obliged to labour with his hands like a peon, 
and this he did in many ways. lie broke horses, ho herded 
cattle ; once, even, for two months he saiik so low — it makes 
mo angry to write of it — as to be forced to wait upon the 
guests in an inn at Panama. 

Thence ho driftetl to icaragua, and became inixed up 
in mining ventun^s, and when first I met him ho had l)een 
a miner for ten years. Most of this time He spent man- 
aging a mine for an American, in the (’hontales country, 
on th(* 'frontier of Honduras, where Ukj fever is so bod 
that few white men can live. Here it was that he learned 
•to speak Spanish and the Indian or Maya tongue. At 
Icngtli, after an attack of fever which nearly killed him, 
lie loft Honduras, and came to Afexico, where he ac- 
cepted the management of this silver mine at Cumarvo. 
Hitherto it had been worked by a Mexican on behalf of its 
owners, who dismissed the rogue for stealing the ore and 
sellincf it. 

This inine,,though very rich, was hard to deal with pro- 
fitably because of the water gathered in it, and all the 
m onths that the Sefior Strickland had been its captain he 
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was egiployed in driving a tunnel upwards from a lower 
level in the cliflp, in order to drain the workings. Shortly 
after I came into his service this tunnel was finished, for 
now I was able to obtain plenty of labour, whiclr before he 
had lacked, and wo began to bring to bank ore running 
as higli as two liundred ounces to the ton, so tliat for some 
montlis fill went well. 

Then of a sudden the ore body dipped straight down- 
ward, as thougli it had been bent when hoi, and we fol- 
lowed it till the water increased so much that we were un- 
able to carry it out, for in those days tlicrc were no steam 
pumps in Alexioo, sucli as arc now used for tlie drying of 
mines. First Ave tried to strike another vein, but without 
success ; then we attempted to i)ierce a second drainage 
tunnel at a still lower level, but, after more than three 
months^ labour, the rock became so hard that we were 
obliged to abandon the task. 

Now tliere was nothing to be done except to stop Avork 
at the tunnel, and report the matter by letter to the • 
owners of the mine, employing ourselves meauAvhile in the 
smelting of such ore as aa^c had stacked. This, indeed, we 
needed to do in order to pay Avages with the silver, seeing 
that after the first fcAV mouths the OAvners ceased to remit 
us money. 

One evening, on returning from the smelting-horks to 
the house, I found the Sehor Strickland, his chin re&iing 
on his hand and an unlighted cigar in his mouth, seated* 
at a table, on Avhich lay an open letter. All through our 
misfortunes and heavy labour he had never lost heart, or 
forgotten to smile and be meriy, but now he looked sad as 
a man who has just buried his mother, and I asked him what 
e\dl thing had happened. 

“ Nothing particular, Ignatio,” he answered ; “ but listen 
here.” And he read the letter aloud. ^ 

It was from one of the oAvners of the mine, and this was 
the purport of it: that the shaft had become choked with 
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water because of the incompetence and neglect of the 
sehor ; that they, the owners, liereby dismissed hint sum- 
marily, refusing to pay him the sjilary due ; and, lastly, 
that they held him responsible in his own person for such 
money as they had lost. 

“ Surely,'^ I cried in wrath, when lie had finished, 
‘'this letter was written by a man without shame, and I 
pray that he may tind his grave in the stoiujiehs of hogs 
and vultures ! for I forgot myself in my indignation 
against those that could speak thus of the senor, who had 
slaved day and night in their service, giving himself no 
rest. 

“ Do not trouble, Ignatio/' he said, with a little smile, 
" it is the way of the world. I have faiicnl, and must take 
the eonseipicnccs. Had 1 succeeded, there would Jiave been 
a dilTereiit story. Still I think that, if ever 1 meet this 
man again, I will kic.k him for telling lies about me. Do 
you know, Ignatio, that, with the exee])iion of one thou- 
sand dollars which remain to my credit in Mexicjo, I have 
’ spent all my own monc?y that I had saved ui)on this mine, 
and of thiit thousand dollars, eight huiulred ari^ due to you 
for bfick pay, so, whatever trade I take to next, 1 shall not 
begin as a rich iiiaii,” 

Bo silent, I beg of you, sefior,” I answered, for such 
.w'ords make my cars burn. What I am I also a thief that 
I shouhl rob yon, yon who Iiave already been plucked like 
a fmvl for the good of others ? Insult me once more by 
such thoughts and I will never pardon you." 

And I hjf t the house to calm myself by walking among 
the mountains, little knowing what I should hear before I 
entered it again. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE SCJMMOHS 

As I walked down the street of the village I met my friend, 
with whom I had stayed when first I came to Cumarvo. 

Ah ! lord/^ lie said — ^for those who are initiated among 
the Indians give me this title when none are by — I was 
seeking you. The scroll has been found. 

“ Wluit scroll ? " 

That picture-writing about the ancient mine which 
brought you liere. You remember that ho who owned the 
document died, and his son could not discover its where- 
abouts. Well, yesterday he found it by chance while he was 
hunting rats in tiie roof of his house, and brought it to me. 
Here it is,” and he gave me a roll wTaiiped in yellow linen. 

‘^(}oo(l,” I answered, ‘^I will study it to-niglit,” and 
continued my walk, thinking little more about the matter, 
for my mind was full of other things. 

TJie air was pleasant and the evening fine, so that I did 
not return to the liouse till the moon rose. As I passed up 
the path a man stepped so suddenly from the shelter of a 
bush in front of me, that I drew my machete, thinking that 
he meant to do me a mischief. 

Stay your hand, lord,” said the man, saluting me hum- 
bly, and at the same time giving the sign of brotherhood. 

It is many years since we met, so perchance you may have 
forgotten me ; still, you will remember my name ; I am 
Molas, your foster-brother.” 

Then I looked at him in the moonlight and knew him, 
though time had changed us both, and, putting my arms 
round him, I embraced him, seeing that he had been faith- 
ful when many deserted me, and I loved hinuiSL. to-day I 
love his memory. 
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“ What brings you here, Molas ? ” I asked ; when last 
I heard of you, you were dwelling far aVay in Chiapas/’ 

A strange matter : Business of the Heart, O Lord of 
the Heart, which I deemed so pressing that I linve jour- 
neyed over land and sea to find you. Have you a place 
where I can speak with you alone ? V 

Follow me,” I said, wondering, and led him to ray own 
chamber, wliere I gave him food and drink, for he W'as 
weary with travel. 

‘^Now set out this business,” I said. 

First show me the token, lord. I desire to see it once 
n\ore for a* purpose of my own.” 

I rose and closed the shutters of the window, then I bared 
my breast, revealing the ancient symbol. For a while ho 
gazed upon it, and said, It is enough. Tell me, lord, 
what is the saying that has descended with this trinket.” 

The saying is, Mohis, that when this half that I wear 
is reunited with the half that is wanting, tlieii the Indians 
shall rule again from sea to sea, as they did when the Heart 
was whole.” 

That is the saying, lord. Wo learn it in the ritual 
that is called ^ Opening of the Heart,’ do we not ? and in 
this ritual that half wl)ic]i you wear is named ' Day ^ since 
it can be seen, and that half Avhich is lost is named ^ Night/ 
. since, though present, it is not seen, and it is told to us 
the ^ Day ^ and the ‘ Night ^ together will make one 
TTerfect circle, whereof the centre is named tlie ^ Heart of 
llca\ en,^ of which these things are the syr Jiol. Is it not 
so?” 

It is so, Molas.” 

Good. Now listen. That which was lost is found, the 
half which is named ^ Night* has appeared in the land, for 
I have seen it with my eyes, and it is to tell you of it that 
I have travelled hither.” 

Spe^dj: on,” I said. 

** Lord, yonder in Chiapas there is a ruined temple that 



44 


HEART OF THE WORLD 


the antiguos built, and to that temple have come a man 
and a J'voman, liis daughter. The man is old and fierce- 
eyed, a terri))]e man, and the girl is beautiful exceedingly. 
There in the ruins they have dwelt these four months 
and more, and the man practises the art of medicine, for he 
is a great doctor, and has wrought many cures, though he 
takes no money in payment for his skill, but food only. 

‘^Now it (Chanced, lord, that my wife, whom I married 
but two years ago, was very sick, — so sick that the village 
doctor could do nothing for her. Therefore the fame of 
the old Indian who dwelt in the ruined temple having 
reached me, I determined to visit him and seek his counsel, 
or, if possible, to bring liirn to my home. 

When my wife heard of it, she said it was of no use, as 
she saw Death sitting at the foot of her bed. Still I kissed 
her and went, leaving her in charge of the padre of the 
village and some women, her sisters. With me I took a 
Io(;k of her hair, and some fowls and eggs as a present to 
tliii Lacandom^ for tliey said that, though of our race, this 
doctor was not a Christian. 

Starting before the dawn I travelled all day by tlie 
river and through the forest, till at evening I came to the 
ruined temple which I knew, and began to climb its broken 
stair. As I neared the top, a man aj)pcared from beneath 
the leaning arcdi that is the gateway of the stair, and stood- 
gazing at the ball of the setting sun. lie was an aged 
man, ohul in a linen robe only, very light in colour, with 
long white beard and hair, a novse hooked like a hawk^s 
beak, and fierce eyes that seemed to pierce those he looked 
upon and to read their most secret thoughts. 

‘‘‘^Greeting, brother/ he said, speaking in our own 
tongue, but with a strange accent, and using many words 
which are unknown to me, ‘ What brings you here ? ’ 

Then he looked at me awhile, and asked slowly : 

“ * Say, brother, are you sick at heart ? ’ 

“ Now, lord, when I heard those words whereof you 
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know the meaning, I was so astounded that I almost fell 
Hback wards down the ruined stair, but, recovering myself, 
I tried him with a sign, and lo, lie answered it. Then I 
tried him with the second sign, and the third, and the 
fourth, and so on up to the twelfth, and he answered them 
all, though not always as we use them. Then I paused, 
and he said : 

“ ‘ You have passed the door of the Sanctuary, enter, 
brother, and draw on to the Altar/ 

But I shook my head, for 1 could not. Next he tried 
mo with various signs and strange words that have to do 
with tJie inmost mysteries, but I was not able to answer 
them, though at times I saw tlieir drift. 

‘ You have some knowledge,^ lie said, ^ yet you do but 
stand at the foot of the jiyramid, whereas I watch the stars 
from its crest, warming my hands at the eternal fire,' 

“ ^ None of my order have more, lord,' I answered, * save 
the very highest.' 

. ‘ Then there are higher in the land ? ' ho asked eagerly, 

but started suddenly, and, looking round, wont on without 
waiting for an answer, ‘ You are in sorrow, Cliild of the 
. Heart, and have come from one who was sick to the death ; 
to your business, and perchance we will speak of these 
matters afterwards.' 

• “ ^ First, lord,' I said, ‘ I have brought an offering,' and 

down the basket at his feet. 

• * Qifts are good between brethren,’ he replied ; ^ more- 
over, in this barren place food is welcome. Come hither, 
daughter, and take what this stranger brings.' 

As he spoke a lady came forward through the archway, 
dressed like her father, in a white robe of fine fabric, but 
somewhat worn. I looked at her, and it is truth, lord, that 
for the second time I went near to falling, for so great. was 
the loveliness of this girl that my heart turned to water 
within me. Never before had I seen, or even dreamed of, 
such beauty in a woman." 
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“ Tg your tale, IVIolas, to your tale. What hae the fashion 
of a woman’s beauty to do with the business of the Heart ? ” 
J broke in, aiifjrily. 

“ 1 do not know, lord,” he answered ; “ and yet I think that 
it has to do with all earthly things.” Then he continued : 

The lady, whose name was Maya, looked at mo care- 
lessly, and took the basket. Following her through the 
archway to the terrace beyond, I set out the matter of my 
wife’s illness to the doctor — or rather to him who passes as a 
doctor, ajid who is named Zibalbay, or Watcher — spraying 
that he Avould come to the village and minister to her. 

‘‘ He listened in silence, then took the lock of hair that 
I had brought with me, and, going to a fire that burned 
near by, he laid some of the liair upon an ember and 
watched it as it writhed and shrivelled away. 

‘•^It would be of little use, brother,^ he said, sadly, 

‘ seeing that your wife is now dead. I felt her spirit pass 
us iis wo talked together in the gateway ; still, until I 
burnt the hair, I did not know whether it was she who. 
went by, or another.’ 

Here I may tell you, lord, that, as I found afterwards, 
my wife departed at that very hour of sunset, though 
whether the- doctor, Zibalbay, guessed that she must die 
then from the symptoms which I described to him, or 
whether he has the spirit sight, and saw her, I do not know. 

Still, it seems natural that at that moment of her pass- 
ing she should come to bid farewell to the husband whom 
she loved, though I think it is a bad omen for me, and I 
pray that I may never see that place again. At the least, 
when I heard him speak thus I did not doubt his truth, for 
something Avithin me confirmed it, but I hid my face and 
groaned aloud in the bitterness of my grief. 

‘^Then, taking my hand, Zibalbay, the Watcher, spoke 
great words to me in a solemn voice that seemed to soothe 
me as the song of a mother soothes a restless child, for he 
talked Avith certainty as one who has knowledge and vision 
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of those who have gone beyond, telling me that this parting 
was not for long, and that soon I should find lier whoifl I had 
lost made glorious and folded close to the Heart of Heaven. 
Then he laid his hand upon my lioad, and I slept awhile, to 
wake, sad, indeed, but filled with a strange peace. 

“ ‘ Food is ready, my brother,’ said Zibalbay. * Eat and 
rest here this night ; to-morrow you can return.* 

“Now when wo had eaten, Zilbalbay spoke to mo in the 
presence of his daughter, wdio, though a woman, is also of 
the Order, saying : 

“ ‘ You are of our brotherhood, tliereforo the words I 
speak will be repeated to none who arc not brethren, for I 
speak upon the Heart.’ 

“ ‘ 1 hear with the Ears, lord,’ 1 answered. 

“ ‘ Listen ! ’ lie went on. ‘ 1 eonio from far with this 
maiden, my daughter, and W(i are not wliat we seem, but 
who and what W'c are now is not the liour to tell. This is 
/ the purpose of our eomiiig—to find that wldeh is one, but 
^ divided ; that which is not lost, hut hidden. Perchance, 
brother, you can jioint the jiath to it,’ and he jiaused and 
looked at me with Ids piercing eyes. 

*• Now, lord, I understood to wliat Ids w^ords had refer- 
ence, for are they not ])art of the ritual of the siTvico 
‘ Opening of tlie Heart ? ’ Still, because I desired to be 
.sure, apd not commit myself, I picked up a piece of burnt 
wopd, and, as though in idleness, bent down, and, by the 
of the fire, I drew the half of a heart wdtli a saw-liko 
edge upon the pavement of the (diaiiib flr where wo sat. 
Then I handed the stick to Zibalbay, who took it and 
passed it on to his daughter, saying : 

have no skill at sucli arts ; finish it, Maya.’ 

She smiled, and, kneeling down, traced the half of a 
face within the outline that I had drawn, saying : 

‘ Is it enough, or do you need the writing also 

"" ^ It is enough,' I answered. ^ Now, lord, what do you 
desire ? ' 
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“ ‘ I desire to know where that which is hidden can be 
brougiit to light, and if it dwells in this land, for I have 
journeyed far to seek it.’ 

‘ It dwells here,’ 1 answered, ‘ for I have beheld it with 
my eyes, and he guards it who is its keeper.’ 

‘ Can you lead me to him, brother ? ’ 

“ ‘ No, for I have no such commands ; but perhaps I 
can bring him to you, though I must journey by sea and 
land to find him — that is, if he wills to come. Say, wliat 
message shall I give ? That a stranger whom I have met 
desires to look upon the holy symbol ? It will scarcely 
bring him so far.’ 

‘^^Nay, tell him that the hour is come for “Night” 
and “ Day ” to be joined together, that a new sun may 
shine in a new sky.’ 

“ ‘ I can tell him this, but will he believe it, seeing that 
I have no proof ? Will ho not rather think that some cun- 
ning stranger and false brother lays a plot to trap him ? 
Give me proofs, lord, or I do not start upon this errand.’ . 

“ ^ Will he believe that which you have seen with your 
eyes ? ’ 

“ ^ He will believe it, for he has trusted me from child- 
hood.’ 

“ ‘ Then look !’ said the man, and, opening his robe at 
the neck, he kneeled down in the light of the fire. * 

“ There, lord, upon his breast hung that which has beisgii 
hidden from our sight since the sons of Quetzal, the god^ 
ruled in the land, the counterpart of the severed symbol 
which is upon your breast. That is all my story, lord.” 
.....•* 

Kow I, Ignatio, listened amazed, for the thing was mar- 
vellous. 

“ Did the man send me no further message ? ” I asked. 

“ None. He said that if you were a true keeper of the 
mystery yon would come to learn his mission from himself, 
or bring him to you." 
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And did you tell him anything of me and of my his- 
tory, Molas ? 

Nothing ; I had no such command. On the morrow 
at dawn I left to bury my wife, if she were dead, or to 
nurse her if she still were sick, saying tliat so soon as 
might be I would travel to the city of Mexico to seek out 
the Keeper of the Heart and give him this tidings, and 
that within eight weeks or less I trusted to report how I 
had fared. The old man asked me if I had money, and 
without waiting to be answered he gave me two handfuls 
of lumps of moulded gold from a hide bag, whereof each 
lump was ‘stamped with the symbol of the Heart.” 

Let me see one,” I said. 

^^Alas ! my lord Ignatio, I have none. Not far from 
the ruined temple where this Zibalbay and his daughter 
sojourned, is the hacienda of Santa Cruz, and there, as you 
may have heard, dwell a gang of men under the leadership 
of one Don Pedro Moreno, who are by profession smug- 
glers, highway robbers, and murderers, though they pre- 
’ tend to earn a living by the cultivation of coffee and cocoa. 

As it chanced, in journeying homewards, I fell into 
the hands of some of these men. They searched me, and, 
finding the lumps of gold in my pocket, handed them over 
to Don Pedro himself, who rode up when he saw that they 
had th§ fish in their net. He examined the gold closely, 
and asked mo whence it came. At first I refused to an- 
.wer, whereupon he said that I should be confined in a 
dungeon at the hacienda until such time as I chose to 
speak.. 

Then, being mad to get back to my village and learn 
the fate of my wife, I found my tongue and spoke the truth, 
saying that the gold was given in exchange for food by an 
old Indian doctor, who dwelt with his daughter in a ruined 
temple in the forest. 

^ Mother of Heaven ! * said Don Pedro, * I have heard 
of this man before; but now I know the kind of mer- 
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chandise in which he trades^ I think that I must pay him 
a visit and learn what mint it was stamped at/ 

Then^ hsiving plucked me bare as a fowl for the oven, 
they let me go without hurt, but often I have sorrowed be- 
cause, in my hour of haste and need, I told them whence 
the gold came, since I fear lest I should thus have let loose 
these villains upon the old wanderer and his daughter, and 
in that case they may well be murdered before ever you can 
reach them.” 

‘^Doubtless Heaven will protect them,” I answered, 
though you acted foolishly. But tell me, Molas, how 
did you find me out and come here without money ? ” 

had some money at home, lord, and when I had 
buried my wife I travelled to Frontera on the coast, where 
I found a ship bound for Vera Cruz, and in her I sailed, 
giving my service as a sailor, which is a trade that I have 
followed. From Vera Cruz I made my way to Mexico, and 
reported myself to the head of the Brotherhood in that 
city, who, as I expected, was able to give me tidings of you. 

Then I came on to this village, and arrived here to- 
night, having been a month and two days on my journey. 
And now^ lord, if you can, give me a place to sleep in, 
since I am weary, who for three days have scarcely shut my 
eyes. To-morrow you can let me know what answer I must 
bear to the old man, Zibalbay.” 

. . . . * • • ' 

I, Ignatio, sat late that night pondering over these tid-^ 
ings, which filled me with a strange hope. Could it be 
that my hour of success was at hand after so many years of 
waiting ? If there were truth in prophecies it would seem 
so, and yet my faith wavered. This traveller, whom Mo- 
las had seen, might be a madman, and his symbol might 
be forged. I could not tell, but at least I would put the 
matter to the proof, for to-morrow, or so soon as was pos- 
sible, I would journey down to Chiapas and seek him out. 
Thinking thus, I threw myself upon my bed and strove 
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to sleep, but could not. Then, remembering the scroll that 
my friend had given me, I rose, purposing to change my 
thoughts in studying it and so win sleep. It was a hard 
task, but at length I mastered its meaning, and found that 
it dealt with a mine near Cumarvo, and described the 
exact jiosition of the mouth of the tunnel. 

This mouth, it would appear, had been closed up in tlie 
reign of Guatemoc, and the scroll was written by the 
cacique who had charge of the mine in those days, in order 
that a record might remain that would enable his de- 
scendants to reopen it, should a time come when the 
Spaniards were driven from the land. That the mine was 
very rich in free gold was shown by the w'eights of pure 
metal stated in this scroll to have been sent year by year to 
the Gourt of Montezuma by this cacique, and also by the 
fact that it was thought worth hiding from tlic Spaniards. 

Early on the morrow I went to tlie room of the Sefior 
Strickland and spoke to him with a heavy heart. 

^^Senor,^’ I said, ‘‘you will remember that when I en- 
tered your service I told you that I might have to leave it 
at any moment. Now I am lierc to say that the time is 
come, for a messenger has arrived to summon me to the 
other end of Mexico upon business of which I may not 
speak, and to-morrow I must start upon the journey.” 

. “ I am sorry to hear it, Ignatio,” he answered, “ for you 
ha^e been a good friend to me. Still, you do well to sepa- 
rSte your fortunes from those of an unlucky man.” 

“ And you, senor, do ill to speak thus to me,” I answered 
with indignation; “still, I forgive you because I know 
that at times, when the heart is sore, the mouth utters 
words that are not meant. Listen, seiior, when you have 
eaten your breakfast, will you take a ride with me 

“ Certainly, if you like. But whither do you wish to 
ride?” 

To another mine that is, or should be, about two hours 
on horseback from here, in a valley at the foot of yonder 
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peak. I only heard of it last nighty though I came to 
Cumai^vo to seek it, and it would seem that it was very rich 
in Montezuma's. day.” 

In Montezuma's day ? ” he said. 

^^Yes, it was last worked then, and I propose that 
if we can find it, and it looks well, that you should ^ de- 
nounce ' it for yourself, giving a reward of a few dollars to 
the Indian from whom I had the information, who is a 
poor man.” 

But if it is so good, why don’t you denounce it, Igna- 
tio ; and how did you come to hear about it after all these 
years ? ” 

For two reasons, sefior ; first, beeause I wish to do you 
a service if it is in ray humble power, and, secondly, be- 
cause I cannot look after it and must leave you, though to 
do so will be a true grief to me, for, if you will permit me 
to say it, never have I met a man for whom I conceived a 
greater respect and affection. Perhaps, if I return again, you 
will give me a share in the profits, so that we may grow rich 
together. And now I will show you how I came to hear of 
the mine.’' And I fetched the scroll, with the translation 
that I had made, and read it to him. 

He listened eagerly, for, like yourself, Sefior Jones, 
your countryman, James Strickland, loved adventure and 
all things that have to do with the past of this ancient land. 

Let us go at once,” he said when I had finished. t 
will order the horses and a mule with the prospecting kit 
to be got ready. Shall we take men with us ? ” 

I think not, senor ; the mine is not yet found, and the 
less talk there is about it the better, for if the matter is 
noised abroad somebody may be before you in denouncing 
it. The messenger who came to see me last night is a 
trusty man, but he is weary with journeying, and rests, so 
we will go alone.” 

An hour later we were riding among the mountains, I 
having left a message for Molas to say that I should return 
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before dark. The trail which we were following was a 
difficult one^ and ran for some miles along the edge of a 
precipice till it reached the crest of the range. Indeed^ so 
bad was it in parts^ that we were forced to dismount and 
drive the horses and mule before us, while we followed, 
clinging to the ferns and creepers on the rocks to keep our- 
selves from falling. 

At length we came to the summit of the range, and 
turned downwards through a forest of oak and fir trees, 
heading for a valley that lay at the base of a solitary moun- 
tain peak, along which ran a stream. Down this stream 
we rode a mile or more, since I was searching for a certain 
pointed rock that was mentioned in the scroll as standing 
by itself on the slope of a mountain whore no trees grow, 
beneath which should be the glen where in the days of 
Guatemoc was a great ceiha tree that, so said the writing, 
overshadowed the mouth of the mine. 

Biding uphill through a dense grove of oaks, we came 
presently to the glen that lay just below the slope whereon 
stood the tall rock. 

This must be the place, I said, but I see no ceiba 
tree.” 

Doubtless it has fallen and rotted since those days,” 
answered the Senor Strickland. ^^Let us tether the horses 
and seajeh.” 

This we did, and the hunt was long, for here grasses and 
ferns grew thick, but at length I discovered a spot where 
the trunk of a very ancient tree had decayed in the ground, 
so that nothing remained except the outline of its circle 
and some of the larger roots. 

Bound about these roots we sought desperately for an 
hour or more, but without avail, till at length my com- 
panion ^ew weary of the sport, and went to pull up a 
. small glossy-leaved palm that he had discovered, purposing 
to take it home and set it in his garden, for he was a great 
lover of plants and flowers. 
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While he was thus engaged, and I toiled amongst the 
gra^se'o looking for the mouth of the mine, which, as I 
began to think, was lost forever, suddenly he called out, 

Come here, Ignatio. Beneath the roots of this palm is 
refuse rock that has been broken with hammers. I believe 
that this must have been the platform in front of the mine. 
One can see that the ground was flat here.” 

I came to him, and together we renewed our search, till 
at length, by good luck, we discovered a hole immediately 
beneath a rock, largo enough for a man to creep into. 

Was tliis made by a coijotc, or is it the mouth of the 
mine ? ” the scfior asked. 

Tliat we can only find out by entering it,” I answered. 

Doubtless when they shut down the mine, the anf ic/nos 
would have left some such place as this to ventilate the 
workings. Bring the pickaxe, scfior, and wc will soon 
see.” 

For ten minutes or more we laboured, working in soft 
ground with pick and spade till wc bared the side of a tun- 
nel, which 1 examined. 

There is no need to trouble further,” I said, ^Hhis 
rock has been cut with copper chisels, for here is the green 
of the copper. Without doubt wc have found the mouth 
of the mine. Now give me the hammer and candles, and 
bring the leather bag for samples, and we will enter.” 


CHAPTER IV 

THE LEGEND OF THE HEART 

When I had gone a few paces down the hole, it widened 
suddenly, so that we were able to stand upright and light 
our candles. Now there was no doubt that we' were in 
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the tunnel of an old min^, a rudely-dug shaft that turned 
this way and that as it followed the windings of flie ore 
body. 

Along this tunnel we went for thirty or forty paces, 
creeping over the fallen boulders, and twisting ourselves 
between tlie brown stalactites that in the course of ages 
had formed upon the roof and floor, till presently we 
reached an obstacle that barred our further progress ; a 
huge mass of rock which at some time or other had fallen 
from tlie roof of the tunnel and blocked it. I looked at 
it, and said;. 

^^Now, seiior, I think that wo shall have to go back. 
You remember the writing tells us that this mine, al- 
though so ricli, was unsafe because of the rottenness of 
the rock. Doubtless they propped it in the old days, but 
the timbers have decayed long ago.” 

Yes,” he answered, we can do nothing here without 
help, and, Ignatio, I don^t like the look of the roof, it is 
full of cracks.” 

As these last words left his lips a piece of stone, the size 
of a chihrs head, fell from above almost at his feet. 

"'Speak softly,” I whispered, "the ring of your voice is 
bringing down the roof.” 

Then I stooped to pick up the fallen stone, thinking 
that itmight show ore, and, as I did so, my hand touched 
sometmng sharp, which I lifted and held to the candle. 
It was the jawbone of a man, yellow with age, and cor- 
roded by damp. I showed it to the senor,* and, kneeling 
down, we examined tlie bed of the tunnel together, and 
not uselessly, for there we found the remainder of the 
skull and some fragments of an arm-bone, but the rest of 
the skeleton lay under the great boulder iu front of us. 

"He was coming out of the mine when the rock fell 
upon him, poor fellow,” whispered the senor. "Look 
here,” and he pointed to a little heap of something that 
gleamed in the candle-light. 
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It v/as free gold, six or seven ounces of it, almost pure, 
and f6r the most part in small nuggets, that once were 
contained in a bag which had long since rotted away. 

Doubtless, after the mine was closed, some Aztec, who 
knew its secret, had made a practice of working there for 
his own benefit, till one day, as he was coming out, the 
rock fell upon him and crushed him, leaving his spirit to 
haunt the place for ever. 

There is no doubt about this mine being rich,” whis- 
pered the scnor ; ^^but all the same I think that we had 
better get out of it. I hear odd noises and rumblings 
whi(jh frighten me. Come, Ignatio,” and he turned to 
leatl the way towards the opening. 

IVo paces farther I saw him strike his ankle against a 
piece of rock that stood up some six or eight inches from 
the floor-bed of the tunnel, and the pain of the blow was 
so sharp that, forgetting where he was, he called out 
loudly. The next instant there was a curious sound above 
me as of something being torn, and, lo ! I lay upon my face 
on the rock, and upon me rested a huge mass of stone. 

I say that it rested upon me, but this is not altogether 
true, for, had it been so, that stone would have killed me 
at once, as a beetle is killed beneath the foot of a man, 
instead of taking more than two-and-twenty years to do it. 
The greater part of its weight was borne by the niece of 
rock against which the sefior had struck his leg, a point 
of the fallen boulder only pressing into my back and 
grinding me against the ground. Now we were in dark- 
ness, for the sefior had been knocked down also, and his 
candle extinguished, and, in the midst of my tortures, it 
came into my mind that he must be dead. 

Presently, however, I heard his voice, saying, ^'Ignatio; 
do you live, Ignatio ?” 

Now I thought for a moment. Even in my pain I re- 
membered that more of the roof would surely give ere long, 
and that if my friend stayed here he must die with me. 
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Nothing could save me, I was doomed to a slow death be- 
neath the stone ; and yet if I told him this I knew tliat ho 
would not go. Therefore I ansAvered as strongly as I 
could : 

Ply, sefior, I am safe, and do but stay to light a candle, 
I will follow you.” 

"^You are lying to me,” he answered; ^‘your voice 
comes from the level of the floor.” And as ho spoke I 
heard the scratching sound of a match. 

So soon as he had found his ciindlc and lit it, he knelt 
down and looked at me. Then he examined the roof above, 
and, following his glance with difficulty, I saw tliat next to 
the hole whence the boulder had fallen, hung a huge block 
of stone, that, surrounded bygi*eat cmcks from which water 
dropped, trembled like a leaf whenever lie moved or spoke. 

^‘Por the love of God, fly," I Avhispered. “In a few 
hours it will be over with me, and you (jannot help me. I 
am a dead man, do not stop here to share my fate.” 

. For a moment he seemed to hesitate, then his courage 
came back to him, and he answered hoarsely : 

“ We entered this place together, friend, and we will go 
out together, or not at all. You must be fixed by the rock 
and not crushed, or you would not speak of living for 
hours. Let me look,” and he lay upon his breast and ex- 
aminej^he fallen rock by the light of the candle. “ Thank 
God !^ero is hope,” he said at last, “ the boulder rests on 
the ground and upon the stone against which I struck my 
leg, for only one point of it is fixed in your back. Do you 
think that anything is broken, Ignatio ? ” 

I cannot say, sefior, my pain is great, and I am being 
slowly crushed to death ; but I believe that as yet my bones 
are whole. Ply, I beg of you.” 

“I will not,” he answered sullenly, “I am going to roll 
this rock oS you.” 

Then, lifting with all his great strength, he strove to 
move the stone, but without avail, for it was beyond the 
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power of mortal man to stir it, and all the while the black 
mass trembled above his head. 

“ I must go for help,” he said, presently. 

Yes, yes, seflor,” I answered, for help for I 
know well that before he could return with any, more of 
the roof would have fallen, shutting me in to perish by 
inches, or perhaps crushing the life out of me in mercy. 
Then I remembered, and added : 

Stay a moment before you go ; you are noble, I will 
give you something. Peel here round my neck, there is a 
little chain — now, draw it over my head — so. You see a 
token hangs to it ; if ever you are in .trouble with the In- 
dians, take their chief man apart and show him this, and 
he will die for you if need be. 

Englishman, by this gift I have made you heir to the 
empire of the Aztecs in the heart of every Indian, and 
the master of the great brotherhood of Mexico, Molas, the 
messenger, will tell you all and bring you to those who can 
initiate you. Bid him lead you whither he would have led. 
me. Farewell, and God go with you. Tell the Indians 
how I died, that they may not think that you have mur- 
dered me.” 

To those woixls of mine the senor made no answer, but 
thrust the token into his pocket without looking at it, like 
one who dreams. Then, taking the candle witluhini, lie 
crept forward down the tunnel and vanished, and my^heart 
sank as I saw him go, leaving me to my dreadful fate with-r 
out a word of farewell. 

‘‘Doubtless he is too frightened to speak,” I thought, 
“ and it is right that ho should fly as quickly as possible to 
save his life.” 

Now, as I was soon to learn, I was doing the senor a bit- 
ter wrong in my mind, seeing that he never dreamed of de- 
serting me, but went to And a means of rescue. As he told 
me afterwards, when he reached the mouth of the tunnel, 
he could think of no way by which I might be saved, since 
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these mountains were uninhabited^ and it would take sev- 
eral hours to bring men from Cumarvo. 

Outside the mine he sat himself down to consider what 
could be done, but no thought came, for it was impossible 
to use the strength of the horses in that narrow place. 
Then he sprang up and looked round him in despair. 
Close to him was a little ravine hollowed by water, and on 
its very edge grew a small mimosa thorn of which the long 
roots had been washed almost bare by a flood, lie saw it, 
and an inspiration entered into him. With the help of a 
lever he might be able to do a feat to which his unaided 
strength was not equal. 

Springing at the little tree, that being of so tough a wood 
was the best possible for his purpose, he tore it from such 
root-hold as remained to it. A few strokes with his heavy 
hunting-knife trimmed olT the branches and fibres, and soon 
he was creeping carefully up the tunnel, dragging the 
trunk after him. When he had gone some twenty paces 
he heard another fragment of the roof fall, and, so ho said 
in his story, was minded to fly. 

He had but just escaped from a horrible end, the end 
that generations ago overtook the poor Aj^tee, and it was 
awful to brave it again. He knew that his chances of be- 
ing able to rescue me were few indeed, whereas those that 
he would perish misfjrably in the attempt were many. Then 
he reflaembered what my sufferings must be if I still lived, 
and how his own conscience would rcproacli him in the 
after years, should he leave me to my face, and he went 
on. 

Now he could sec that the half-detached mass of the roof 
still hung ; it Avas a smaller fragment which had fallen, one 
nearer to the entrance. He could see also that I lay in the 
same position beneath the rock, and be thought that I was 
dead, because 1 neither moved nor spoke, though, in fact, 1 
had but swooned under the agony of my suffering. 

“ Are you dead ? ” he whispered, and I heard his voice 
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through my sleep, and, lifting my head, looked up at him 
astonished, for I had never thought to see him again. 

Do I behold a spirit, I said, or is it you come back ? ” 

It is I, Ignatio, and I have brought a lever. Now 
wjien I lift, struggle forward if you can." 

Then he placed the trunk of the thorn-tree in what 
seemed to him the best position, and put all his strength 
upon it. It was in vain ; even so he could not stir the 
rock. 

Try a little more to the right," I said, faintly ; there 
is a better hold." 

He shifted the lever and dragged at it till his muscles 
cracked, and I felt the stone* tremble as its bulk began to 
rise. 

If you can help ever so little, it will come ! " he 
gasped. 

Then in my despair, though the anguish of it nearly 
killed me, I set my palms upon the ground, and, contract- 
ing myself like a snake that is held with a forked stick,, 
thrust upwards with my back, till the point of the stone 
was raised to the height of eight or ten inches from the 
ground. 

For a moment, and one only, it hung there ; next in- 
stant the lever slipped, and down it came again. But I 
had taken my chance, for, clinging to the floor vdth iiiy 
Angers, so soon as my back wss free, with a quick move- 
ment I dragged myself a foot or more forward. Then the 
point of rock that had been lifted from my spine fell again, 
but this time it struck the ground between my thighs. 

Now he seized me by the arms and tore me free, though 
I left one of my long boots beneath the stone. I strove to 
rise, but could not because of the hurt to my back. 

You must carry me, sefior," I said. 

He glanced at the mass that trembled above us ; then> 
giving me the candle, he lifted me from the groiind like an 
infant and staggered forward down the tunnel. Perhaps 
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we had gone some seven or eight paces, not more, when 
there was a dreadful crash behind us. The roof had iallen 
. in, and the spot which we occupied some thirty seconds 
before was now piled high with rocks. 

On ! I said ; cracks are showing in the stone above 
us ! and he rushed forward till we found ourselves out- 
side the mine. 

Now I bowed my liead and returned thanks for my es- 
cape ; then, lifting it., I looked my preserver in the face 
and said : 

swear by the name of God, senor, that lie never 
made a man nobler than yourself ! ” 

The next instant I fell forward and fainted there among 
the ferns. 

Ten days had passed since I was carried from the mouth 
of that accursed mine back to Cumarvo in a litter, and 
during all this time I had suffered much pain in my back, 
and been very ill — so ill, indeed, that I was scarcely al- 
lowed to speak with anyone. Now, liowcvcr, I was much 
better, and one afternoon the Seiior Strickland, assisted by 
my foster-brother Molas, lifted me from my bod into a 
hammock. 

By the way, Ignatio,^" said the senor wlicn Molas liad 
gone, I never gave you back this charm of yours. What 
a str^wfge trinket it is !” he added, taking it from his 
neck ; and what did you mean by your talk in the tun- 
nel^about its making me heir to the enipivc of the Aztecs 
in the heart of every Indian, and the rest -of it ? I sup- 
pose that you were delirious with pain, and did not know 
what you were saying.” 

Is the door shut, seiior I asked ; and are you sure 
that there is no onc"^n the verandah ? Good ! Then 
draw your chair nearer and I will tell you something. I 
am not certain that 1 should take this talisman back again, 
still I will do so for reasons which you shall learn presently, 

[ F 
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ficfior, that this broken gem is at once the 
foundation-stone and the secret symbol of a great order, of 
which, althougli you have not been initiated into it, you 
are now one of tlie lords, seeing that the (U’owning and 
vital ceremony of tlic creation of a Lord of the Heart con- 
sists in the hanging of the symbol about his neck for the 
space of a ininutc only by myself, who am the chief lord 
and Keeper of the Heart for life, and you have worn it 
for ten whole days. 

Before we part I will call a chapter of the order — ^for 
even among these moin 'ains we have brctlireu — and 3^011 
slrall be initiated into its ritual and raised to the rank of a 
chief lord, as is your right. Meanwhile I will instruct you 
briefly in its mysteries, as it is my bounden duty to do. 

“ Understand, senor, that the first duty of the servant of 
the Heart is silence, and that silence I demand of you. 
Men have died ere now, senor ; yes, they have died on the 
rack in the dungeons of the Inquisition, and shrivelled as 
wizards in the fires of the stake, sooner than reveal those 
things that have been told them upon the faith of the 
Heart, against which the confessional itself cannot prevail 
— no, not with the best of Catholics." 

But suppose that a man should not keep silence, 
Ignatio, what then ? " lie jisked. 

There is a land, senor," I answered, where the most 
talkative grow dumb, and its borders can be crossed by all, 
even by the Lords of the Heart, for fearful is the doom of 
a false brother ! " 

You mean that if I repeat anything I may hear, I shall • 
be murdered." 

‘‘ Indeed, no, sefior ; but you may happen to die. I 
speak on the Heart ; do you hear with the Bars ? " 

hear with the Ears," he . answered, catching my 
meaning. 

‘‘Very well, senor, since you have now sworn secrecy to 
me by the most solemn oath that can pass the lips of man. 
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I will speak to you openly. This is the tale of the Broken 
Heart, so far as I know it, tliough how much of it is truth 
*and how much is legend I cannot say : 

You have heard the story of tliat white man, or god, 
sometimes called Quetzal by the Indians, and sometimes 
Oucumatz, who came to these lands in the far past and 
civilised their peoples ? Afterwards he vanished away in 
a ship, promising tliat when many generations had passed 
he would return again. 

When he had gone, the empire which he created fell 
into the liaiids of t^vo brothers, whose (diief city was either 
at Palcnque or in its neighbourhood, and the (iitizens of 
this empire, like wo Cliristians, worshipped one good god, 
the true God, under the name of the Heart of Heaven, and 
to Him they offered few sacrifices save those of fruit and 
flowers. Now one of these brotliers married a wife from 
another country — a daughter of devils, very beautiful and 
a great witch. 

Soon this woman, as in the story of the wives of Solo- 
mon and their lord, drew away the king, her husband, 
from the true faith to the worship of the gods of her own 
lajid, and brought it about that he offered human sacrifice 
to tliem. Then tliere arose a great confusion in that coun- 
try, and the end of it was that the ])eople divided them- 
selves into two parties, the worshippers of the Heart of 
Heaven and the w'orshippers of devils. 

They made Avar upon each other, till many of their 
chief men were killed ; then tlioy came fo an agreement 
whereby the nation Avas sundered. Half of it, under that 
king who had married the Avoraan, marched northwards, 
and became the fathers of the Aztecs and other tribes ; 
and half, the faithful worshippers of the Heart, remained 
in the Tobasco country. 

Now from that day forAvard evil overtook both these 
peoples, for though the Aztecs flourished for a while, in 
the end Spaniards despoiled them. The worshippers of 
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the Heart also were driven from their cities by hordes of 
barbarians who rolled down upon them, and their faith 
perished, or seemed to perish.” 

Ihit what has this history to do with the charm about 
your neck, Ignatio ” he asked. 

I will tell you. When Quetzal sailed away from his 
people, so says the legend, he left the stone, that oiuic he 
had worn upon his brow, of which this is the half, to be 
a treasure to the kings who came after him. Also he set 
this fate upon it : that while the Heart remained un- 
broken, for so long should the people be one and whole ; 
but if it came about that it was cut or shattered, they 
should be divided with it, to be no more one people until 
again the fragments were one stone. 

Now when these king-brethren quarrelled and parted, 
they sawed the token asunder, as you see, each of them 
keeping a half, this half being that of liirri who married 
the woman. Eor generations it was worn by his descend- 
ants, and upon their death-beds passed on by them to an- 
other, or at times taken from their bodies after they were 
dead. 

There are many stories told about the stone in the old 
days, and it is certain that he who had it was the real king 
of the country for the time being. At length it came into, 
the hands of the great Guatcmoc, last of the Aztec emper- 
ors, who, before the Spaniards hung him, found means to 
send it to his son, from whom it has come down to me.”. 

To you ? What have you to do with Guatemoe ? ” 

I am his lineal descendant, senor, the eleventh in the 
male line.” 

Then you ought to be Emperor of the Indians if every 
man had his rights, Ignatio.” 

That is so, senor, but of my own story I will tell you 
presently. Now of this stone. Througli all the ages it 
has never been lost, and it is known in the land from end 
to end ; he who wears it for his life being called ^ Keeper 
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of the Heart/ and also ‘ Hope of those who wait/ since it 
may happen in his day that the two halves will com^ to- 
■getlier again.” 

And what if they do ? ” 

Then, so says the legoml, the Indians will once more 
be a mighty nation, and drive those who oppress them into 
the sea, as the wind drives dust.” 

Now tlie sefior rose from his chair and walked up and 
down the room. 

‘‘ Uo you believe all this ?” he asked, suddenly. 

Yes,” I answered, or the greater 2)art of it. Indeed, 
if wliat I hear is true, the lost half of the talisman that 
has been missing for so many generations is in Mexico at 
this moment, and, so sooti as I am well enough, I go to 
seek him who bears it, and who has come from far to find 
me. U'hat is why we must part, senor.” 

“ AVliore has this man come from ? ” he asked, eagerly. 

I do not know for certain,” I answered, “ but I think 
that he has come from the sacred city of the Indians, tlie 
hidden Golden City which the Si)aniards sought for but 
could not find, though it still exists among the mountains 
and deserts of the far interior, whither I liope to journey 
with him.” 

“ That still exists ! Ignatio, you must be mad. It 
ne.ver has existed except in the imagination.” 

You say so, seiior, but I think dillcrently. At least, 
I. knew a man whose grandfather had seen it. He, the 
grandfather, was a native of San Juan -Batista, in To- 
•basco, and when he was young he committed some crime 
and fled inland to save his life. 

All that befell him I do not know, but at length he 
found himself wandering by the shores of a great lake, 
somewhere in or beyond the country that is now known i\s 
Guatemala, and, being exhausted, he laid himself down to 
die there and fell asleep. 

** ^\hcn he awoke, peojdc were standing round him, like 
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the Indians to look at, but very light in colour, and bean- 
tifuKy dressed in wliite robes, with necklaces of emeralds 
and feather capes. These people put liim on board a great 
canoe, and took him to a glorious city with a high pyra- 
mid in the centre of it, which was named lleart of the 
World. 

Of this city he saw little, however, for its inhabitants 
kept liim a prisoner, only from time to time lie was 
brought before their king and elders, who sat in a hall 
filled with images of dead men fashioned in gold, and 
there was questioned as to the country whence he came, 
the tribes that dwelt in it, and more especially of the white 
men who ruled the land. 

In that hall alone, so he said, there were more gold and 
precious stones than are to be found in all Mexico. When 
he had nothing more to tell them, the people wdshed to kill 
him, fearing lest he should escape and bring upon them the 
white men who loved gold. The end of it w^as that he did 
escape by the help of a woman, who guided him back to- 
wards the sea, though she never came there, for she died 
upon the road. 

Afterwards this man went to live in a little village near 
Palenquo, where he also died, having revealed nothing of 
what he had seen, since he feared lest the vengeance of the 
People of the Heart should follow him. When he Avas dy- 
ing, he told his son, who told his son, who told the tale to 
me. Sefior, it has been the dream of my life to visit that 
city, and now at last I think that I have found tlic clue 
which will lead me to it.” 

Why do you want to visit it, Ignatio ? ” 

To understand that, sefior, you must know my his- 
tory.” And I told him of the failure of the great plot and 
the part that I had played in it, all of which I have already 
set out, also of the secret hopes and ambitions of my life. 

Seiior,” I added, though I am beaten I am not yet 
crushed, and I still desire to build up a great Indian em- 
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pire. I see by your face that you think me foolish. You 
may be right or I may be right. I may be pursuing^;ruths 
or dreams, I may be sane and a redeemer, or insane and a 
fool. What does it nijitter ? I follow the light that runs 
before me ; will-o'-the-wisp or star, it leads to one end, and 
for me it is tlie liglit that I am born to follow. If you be- 
lieve nothing else, at least believe this, seflor, that I do not 
seek my own good or advancement, but rather that of my 
people. At the Avorst, I am not a knave, I am only a 
fool." 

But hoAV will you help your cause by visiting this city; 
supposing it to exist, Ignatio ? " 

Thus, sefior : these pcojdc — among whom without doubt 
the old man of Avhoni I have spoken, Avho is named Zibal- 
bay, is a chief or king — arc the true stock Jind head of all 
the Indian races, an<l Avhen they learn my plans and whom 
I am, tliey Avill be glad to fiirnisli me Avitli means whereby 
I can bring them to their former empire," 

^^And if they take another view of the matter, Igna- 
tio ? " 

“ TlicJi I fail, that is all, and among so many failures 
one more will scarcely matter. 1 am like a swimmer who 
sees, or thinks that he sees, a single plank that may bear 
him to safety. Maybe he cannot reach that plank, or, if he 
reach it, maybe it Avill sink beneath his weight. At least, 
he has no other hope. 

. Seflor, I have no other hope. There in the Golden 
(>ity is untold wealth, for the man saw it, and without 
money, great sums of money, I am helpless, therefore I go 
thither to Avin the money. The ship has foundered under 
me, and with it the cargo of my ambitions and the work of 
my life ; so, being desperate, I fall back upon a desperate 
expedient. 

“ First, I will seek this man, that the two halves of the 
Heart may come together, and the prophecy b(j fulfilled ; 
then, if it may be, I will travel Avith him to the City, Heart 
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of the World, careless whether I live or die, but deter- 
minedj if there is need, to die fighting for the fulfilment 
of the dream of an Indian empire — Cliristian, regenerated, 
and stretching from sea to sea — that I have followed all 
my days/^ 

The dream, Tgnatio ? Perhaps you name it well, yet 
few have such noble dreams. And now, who goes with you 
on this journey ? ” 

Who goes with me ? Molas, so far as the temple 
where the Indian is. After that, if I proceed, no one. 
Who would accompany a man grown old in failure, whom 
even those that love him deem a visionar)^ on such a des- 
perate quest ? Why, if I should dare to tell my projects 
even, men would mock me as children mock an idiot in the 
street. I go alone, sefior, perhaps to die." 

*^As regards the dying, Ignaiio, of course I can say 
nothing, since all men must die sooner or later, and the 
moment and manner of their end is in the hand of Provi- 
dence. But for the rest you shall not make this journey 
alone, that is, if you care to have me for a companion, for 
I will accompany you." 

You, seflor, you. Think what it means : the certainty 
of every sort of danger, the risk of every kind of death, 
and at the end, the probability of failure. It is folly, 
seflor." 

‘"Ignatio," he answered, will be frank with you. 
Notwithstanding all the prophecies about the wonders that- 
are to follow the reuniting of the Heart, and the messages 
from the old man in the temple, I think your scheme of 
building up an Indian empire greater than that which 
Cortez destroyed, as impnicticable as it is grand, since the 
time has gone by when it could havcj been done, or perhaps 
it has not yet retunied. 

‘‘ Before the Indians can rule again, they must forget 
the bitter lessons and the degradation of ages ; in short, 
they must be educated, Ignatio. Still, if you think other- 
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wise, that is your affair ; you can only fail, and there are 
failures more glorious than most successes. Do yoit un- 
•derstand me 

“ Perfectly, sefior.” 

'^Very well. And now as regards the search for this 
Golden City. To me the matter seems very vague, since 
your hopes of finding it are based upon a traveller’s tale, 
told by a man who died seventy or eighty years ago, and 
the chance that a certain person, w'hom you have not yet 
seen, has come from there, and is willing to guide you back 
to it. 

Still, the prospect of hunting for that city pleases me, 
for I am an adventurer in my heart. If ever we got fur- 
ther than the forest country in Tabasco, where your friend 
with the token is waiting for you, our search will probably 
end in the leaving of our bones to decorate some wilderness 
or mountain top in the unknown regions of Guatemala. 

‘^But what of that? I have no chick or child; my 
death would matter nothing to any living soul ; for years I 
have worked hard with small results ; why should I not 
follow my natural bent and become an adventurer ? I can 
^scarcely do worse than I have done, and I think that the 
way of life would suit me. 

“That mine you showed me is rich enough no doubt, 
bift I have no capital to deal with it, and if I had, my ex- 
perience of the place was such that I never wish to set foot 
in it again. In short, I am ready to siu-t for Tabasco, 
and the Sacred City, and wherever else you like, so soon as 
■you are fit to travel.” 

Do you swear that on the Heart, sefior ?” I asked. 

“By all means; but I should prefer to give you my 
hand upon it.” And he stretched out his hand, whi(di I 
took. 

“ Good. You swear on the Heart, and give me your 
hand — the oath is perfect. We are comrades henceforth, 
sefior ; for my part 1 ask no better one. I have nothing 
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more to say. I cannot promise that you will find this 
City,®or that, if you find it, it will advantage you. I am 
an unlucky man, and it is more likely that, by yoking 
yourself with me, you will bring my misfortunes upon 
your head. This I swear, however, that 1 will be a true 
comrade to you, iis you were to me yonder in the mine, 
and for the rest, the adventure must be its own reward." 


CHAPTER V 

THE UKOINXING OF THE QUEST 

SoMETiir^G more tluin a month from the day when the 
Soflor Strickland and I made our compact to search for the 
stjcret city of the Indians, we found ourselves, together with 
Molas, at Vera Cruz, waiting for a ship to take us to 
Prontera, where we proposed to disembark. This port wo 
iiad chosen in preference to Campeche, although the latter 
Avas nearer to the ruins where we hoped to find tlie Indian 
Zibalbay, because from it we could travel in canoes up the 
(Jrijalva and other rivers, unobserved by any save the 
natives. 

Things are changed now in these parts, but in those days 
the wliite men wlio lived thereabouts beyond the circle of 
ilie towns were too often robbers, as Molas had found to 
hi:i (U)st sonui few weeks before. 

At Vera Cruz Ave purchased such articles as Avere neces- 
sary to our journey, Jiot many, for Ave could not be sure of 
finding means to carry them. Among them were ham- 
mocks, three guns that Avould shoot either ball or shot, 
Avith ammunition, as many muzzle-loading ColPs revolvers, 
the best tliat were to be had tAveiity years ago, some medi- 
cines, blankets, boots, and spare clothes. 
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Also we took with us all the money that we possessed, 
amounting to something over fifteen liundred doHars in 
gold, which sum we divided between us, carrying it in belts 
about our middles. At Vera Cruz, where i>eoplc are very 
curious about the business of others, we gave out that the 
Heilor Strickland was one of those strange Englishmen who 
love to visit old ruins, for which piirj)ose he was travelling 
to Yucatan ; that I, Ignatio, was his guide and companion, 
and that Molas, my foster-brother, was our servant. 

Xow we purposed to leave Vera Cruz by a fine Ameri- 
can vessel, a sailing ship, that, after touching at the ports 
along the coast, traded to Havana and New York. As it 
chanced, the departure of this ship was delayed for a week, 
so, being pressed for time and fearing lest we should 
catch the yellow fever that was raging in tlie town, unhap- 
pily for ourselves we took passage in a Mexican boat called 
the Santa Maria, 

She was an old sailing vessel of not more than two hun- 
dred and fifty tons burden, that had been converted by her 
owners into a paddle-wheel steamer, with the result that, 
except in favourable weather, she could neither sail nor 
steam with any speed or safety. Her business was to trade 
with passengers and cargo between Vera Cruz and the ports 
of Frontera and Campeche. 

^‘AVhere for ?” ask' the agent of the Sefior Strickland, 
as he filled in the tiekets. 

Frontera,’^ he answered. ‘"‘Your J»oat stops there, 
does she not ? 

Oh ! certainly, sonor,” he said, as he pocketed the dol- 
lars, and yet all the while this shameless rogue knew that 
she had orders to touch at Campeelie, wliich is the furthest 
port, first, and return to Frontera a week later. But of 
this more in its place. 

That afternoon the Santa Maria, with us on board of 
her, was piloted out of the harbour of Vera Cruz, and we 
heard the pilot swearing because she would not answer 
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properly to her helm. Standing by the engines we noticed 
also th^t, though they had not been working for more than 
half an hour, it was found necessary to keep a stream of 
water in constant play upon the bearings. 

The sefior asked the reason of this of the man who was 
mate and engineer of the boat, and he answered, with a 
shrug, that sand liad got into the machinery when she was 
steaming over tlie bar of the Grijalva river, but that he 
thought the bearings, should it please the Saints, would 
last this voyage, unless they had the bad luck to run into a 
norther, as you English call el Norte ; tlie fearful gales 
tliat in certain seasons of the year sweep over the Gulf of 
Mexico. 

“And if wo ‘run into a norther’*?” he asked, — where- 
upon the man made a grimace, crossed himself to avert the 
omen, and vanished down the stoke-hole. 

Now wc began to feel sorry that we had not taken pas- 
sage in the American ship, since of late northers had been 
frequent, but as, for good or ill, we were on board the 
^anfa Mm'ia, we amused ourselves by studying our fellow- 
j)asscngcrs. 

Of these there were several on board, perhaps twenty in 
all, Mexican landowners and officials returning to their 
haciendas and native towns after a visit to Vera Cruz, or 
the capital, some of them pleasant companions enough and . 
others not so. Three or four of these gentlemen were 
accompanied by their wives, but the ladies had already re- . 
tired to the bunks opening out of the cabin, where, al- 
though the sea was quite smooth, they could be heard 
suffering the pains of sickness. 

Among the passengers was one, a man of not more than 
thirty years of age, who particularly attracted our atten- 
tion because of tlie gorgeousness of his dress. In appear- 
ance he was large, handsome, and coarse, and lie had In- 
dian blood in his veins, as was shown by the darkness of 
his colour and the thick black eyebrows that gave a true- 
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ulent expression to his face. While I was wondering who he 
might* be, Molas made a sign to me to come aside, anid said : 

‘^You see yonder man with the silver buttons on Ins 
coat : he is Don Jose Moreno, tlio sou of that Don Pe- 
dro Moreno who waylaid and robbed me of the nuggets 
which the old Indian gave me for the cost of my jourjiey 
to find you. I heard at the time that ho was away from 
the hacienda in Vera Cruz or Mexico, and now doubtless 
he returns thither. Beware of him, lord, and bid the 
Englishman to do the same, for, like liis father, he is a bad 
man — ” and lie told me certain things connected with him 
and his family. 

While ]\Iolas was talking, a bell had been rung for din- 
ner, but I waited till he had finished before going down. 
At the door of the cabin I met the captain, a stout man 
with a face like a full moon and a bland smile. 

What do you seek, sefior he asked. 

^^My dinner, scflor,^^ I answered. 

It shall be sent to you on the deck,^^ he said, not with- 
out confusion. I do not wish to be rude, sefior, but you 
know that these Mexicans — I am a Spaniard myself and do 
not care — hate to sit at meat with an Indian, so, if you in- 
sist upon coming in, there will be trouble. ’^ 

Now I heard, and though the insult was deep, it was one 
\t6 which I was accustomed, for in this land, which belongs 
to them and where their fathers ruled, to be an Indian is 
. to be an outcast. 

Therefore, not wishing to make a stir, I bowed and 
turned away. Meanwhile, it seems that the Sefior Strick- 
land, missing me in the cabin, asked the captain where I 
was, saying that perhaps I did not know that the meal was 
ready. 

^"If you refer to your servant, the Indian," said the 
captain, met him at the door and sent him away. 
Surely the sefior knows that we do not sit at table with 
these people." 
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^"Captain/’ answoml tlio Seflor Strickland, my 
friend ^is an Indian, lie is as good a gentleman as you or 
anybody else in tliis cabin ; moreover be lias paid for a 
iirst-edass fare and lias a right to lirst-cdass accommodation. 
I insist upon a seat being provided for him at my side.’^ 

“As yon wisb,’^ answered the captain, smiling, for lie 
was a man ol* peace, “only if he comes there Avill be 
trouble.'’ And lie ordered the steward to fetch me. 

Now this steward was an Indian m Jio knew my rank. 
Tlierefore not wishing to offend me by repeating what liad 
passed, he said simply that the captain sent his compli- 
ments and begged that I would come down to dinner. 
The end of it was that I went, though doubtfully, and, 
seeing mo in the doorway the Seflor Strickland called to 
me in a loud voice, saying : 

“You are late for dinner, friend, but I have kept your 
place here by me. Sit down quickly or the food will be 
cold.’" 

I bowed to the company and obeyed, .and then the 
trouble commenced, for all present h.ad heard this talk. As 
1 took my seat tlie Mexicans began to murmur, and the 
passenger who wtis next to me insolently moved his plate 
and glass away. Noav almost opposite to me sat Don Jose 
Moreno, that nmn of Avhom Molas had told mo. As I took 
my si*at he couvsnlted hastily with a neighbour on hfe 
right, tlieii, addressing the captain, said in a loud voice : 

“ There is some mistake ; it is not usual that Indian 
dogs should sit at the same table with gentlemen.” 

The captain shrugged his shoulders and answered 
mildly ; 

“Perhaps the seflor will settle the question Avith the 
English seflor on my left. To me it does not matter ; I 
am only a poor sailor, and accustomed to every sort of 
comiiany.” 

“Seflor Strickland,” said Don Jos6, “be so good as to 
order your servant to leave the cabin,” 




*You shall pay for thati Englishman/ 
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^^Seflor,^^ he answered^ for his temper was quick, 
will see you in hell before I do so." • 

Carambaf*^ said the Mexican, laying a hand upon the 
knife in his belt, you shall pay for that, Englishman." 

When and how you will, sefior. I always pay my 
debts." 

Then the captain broke in, in a strango way. First he 
put his hand behind him, and, drawing a largo pistol from 
his pocket, ho laid it by his plate. 

Sefiors, both," he said in a soft voice and with a gentle 
smile, I am loth to interfere in a quarrel of two esteemed 
passengers, but though I am only a i)oor sailor, it is my 
duty to SCO that there is no bloodshed on board this vessel. 
Therefore, much as I regret it, J shall be obliged to shoot 
dead the first man who draws a weapon," and he cocked 
the pistol. 

Now the Mexican scowled, and the Setlor Strickland 
laughed outright, for it was a curious thing to hear a man 
with the face of a sheep growl ajid threaten like a wolf. 
Meanwhile I had risen, for this insult Wiis more than I 
iould bear. 

, Sefiors," I said, speaking in Spanish, ^^as I see that 
my presence is unwelcome to the majority of those hero, I 
hasten to withdraw myself. But before I go 1 wish to say 
something, not by way of boasting, but to justify my 
friend, the English gentleman, in his action on my behalf. 
However well-born you may be, my desr^jut is nobler and 
more ancient than yours, and therefore it should be no 
shame to you to sit at table with me. Least of all should 
the Don Jose Moreno, whose father is a murderer, a high- 
way robber, and a man without shame, and whose mother 
was a half-bred mestiza slut, dare to be insolent to me who, 
as any Indian on board this ship can tell you, am a prince 
among my own people." 

Now every eye was fixed upon Don Jose. His sallow 
complexion turned to a whitish green as he listened to my 
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words, and for a moment he sank back in his chair over- 
come with rage. Then he sprang up, once more gripping 
at his knife. 

You dog ! ” he gasped, let me but come at you and 
ni cut your lying tongue out.^^ 

“ You will do nothing of the sort, Don Jose Moreno,'^ I 
answered, fixing my eyes upon his face ; what I have 
said of your father is true ; more, there is a man on board 
this ship whom, not three months since, he robbed with 
violence. If the gentlemen your companions would like to 
hear the story I can tell it to them. For the rest, I am 
well able to defend myself. Moreover this vessel is manned 
by Indians who know me, and should any harm come to 
mo or to my friend, the Sefior Strickland, I warn you that 
you will not reach your home alive. Gentlemen, I salute 
you,^^ and I bowed and left the cabin. 

Friend, I thank you,^^ I said to the sefior, when he 
came upon deck after the dinner was ended. ‘‘Knowing 
who I am and seeing how, in common with my race, I am 
accustomed to be treated by such hounds as these, can you 
wonder that I am not fond of Mexicans ?" 

“No, Ignatio,”he answered ; “ but all the same I advise 
you to be careful of this Don Jose. He is not a man to 
kiss the stick that beats him, and he will make an end of. 
you, and me too for the matter of that, if he can.” 

“Do not be afraid, sefior,” I answered laughing ; “be- 
sides the steward and Molas there arc twenty Indians on 
board, most of them belonging to the tribe that dwells be- 
yond Campeche, the finest race in Mexico. Two of these 
men are associates of the Heart, and all the rest know my 
rank, and will watch that man day and night so that he can 
never come near us without finding them ready for him. 
Only we shall do well to sleep on deck and not below.” 

That night we spent, wrapped in our serapes, upon two 
coils of rope on the forecastle of the Santa Maria, with 
Molas sleeping close behind us. It was a lovely night and 



THE BEGINNING OF THE QUEST 

we whiled away the hours in telling tales to each other of 
our adventures in past years, and in wonderings as to those 
• that lay before us, till at lengtli, fearing nothing, for we 
knew that our safety was watched over, we fell asleep, to be 
awakened by the sudden stoppage of the vessel. 

The day was on the point of dawn ; a beautiful and pearly 
light lay upon the quiet surface of tlie sea ; above us the 
stars still shone faintly in the heavens, but to the east the 
cloud-banks were tinged with pink and violet. AVe sat up 
wondering what had happened, and saw the captain, 
wrapped ,in a dirty blanket, engaged in earnest conversa- 
tion with the engineer, who wore a still dirtier shirt, and 
nothing else. Hearing that oometliing was wrong, the 
Seftor James went to the captain and asked him why wo 
had stopped. 

Because the engines won’t go any more, and there is no 
wind to sail with,” he answered politely. But have no 
fear, my comrade says that he can mend them up. He has 
nursed them for years and knows their Aveak points.” 

Certainly there is not much to fear in Aveatlier like 
this,” said the senor, except delay.” 

Nothing, nothing,” replied the captain, glancing 
anxiously at a narrow black band of cloud, that lay on 
. the rim of the horizon beneath the fleecy masses in which 
the lights of daAvn Avere buniing. 

Do you think that Ave are likely to have a norther ? ” 
asked the seflor in his blunt Avhite man’s way. 

No, no,” exclaimed the captain, crossing himself at 
‘the name of that evil power — d Norte, but quien mbel 
God makes the weather, not Ave poor sailors.” And with 
another glance at the threatening line of cloud, he hurried 
away as though to avoid further conversation. 

Presently the engines began to work again, though halt- 
ingly, like a lame mule, and as the morning drew on the 
day became clear and the thin black cloud vanished from 
the horizon. Towards three o’clock in the afternoon Molas, 
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l)oiiiting to a low coast-line, and a spot on the sea where 
the ^cean swell showed tipped with white, told us that 
yonder was tlie bar of the Grijalva river, and that behind 
it lay tlie village of Frontera, our destination. 

Good,^^ said the seflor, then 1 think that I will get 
my things on deck,^^ and going to his cabin he brought up 
a sack containing some wraps and food. 

Why do you fetch your baggage ? asked the captain 
presently, "‘ you may want it to-night.” 

""That is why I brought it up,” he answered. ""Ido 
not wish to land at Frontera with nothing.” 

Land at Frontera, seflor ? No one wdll land at Fron- 
tera from til is shi]! for another six or seven days. We pass 
Frontera and run straiglit on to Campeche, wdiich, by the 
blessing of the Saints, w^o shall reach to-morrow evening.” 

"" But 1 have taken tickets for Frontera,” said the seflor. 
"" The agent gave them to me, and I insist upon being put 
on shore there.” 

‘"That is quite right, seflor. All being well we shall call 
at Frontera this day week, and then you can go ashore 
without extra charge, but before this my orders are to put 
into no port except Campeche, — that is, unless a norther 
forces me to do so.” 

"" May the norther sink you, your ship, your agents, and 
every thing you have to do with,” answered the seflor in’ so 
angry a voice, that tlie Mexican passengers who were lis- 
tening began to laugh at the Englishman’s discomfiture, 
though the more thoughtful of them crossed themselves to 
avert the evil omen. 

Then followed a storm, for the seflor— whose temper, as 
I have said, was not of the coolest — raged and swore in no 
measured terms ; the captain shrugged his shoulders and 
apolog^ed ; the passengers smiled ; and, seeing that there 
was no help for the matter, I looked on patiently after 
the manner of my race. At length the captain fled, wiping 
his brow and exclaiming : 
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What manner of men are these English that they make 
.such a trouble about a little time ? Mother of I leaven ! 
why are they always in a hurry ? Is not to-morrow as good 
as to-day — and better ? ” 

That evening we dined together upon deck ; for neither 
of us were in any good mood to descend to the cabin and 
meet Don Jose Moreno, of whom we had seen nothing 
since the previous night. As we were finishing our meal 
the light faded and the sky grew cnriously dark, while 
suddenly to the north there appealed a rini of cioud similar 
to that which we liad seen upon the liorizon at dawn, but 
noAV it was of an angry red and glowed like the smoko from 
a smelting-furnace at night. 

‘^The sky looks very strange, Ignatio," said the sefior to 
me, and at that moment we h(*ard violas and an Indian 
sailor speaking together in brief words. 

El NortCy^ said Molas, pointing towards the red rim 
of light. 

Siy el NorfCy” answered the sailor as he went towards 
the cabin. 

Presently the captain hurried up tlie companion-ladder 
and studied the horizon, of whicli tlie aspect seemed to 
frighten him. In another minute the mate joined him, 
appearing from the engine hatch, and the two of them be- 
gan to converse, or rather to dispute. I was sitting near, 
unobserved in the darkness, and, so far as I could gather, 
the mate was in favour of putting the sl.i]) about and run- 
ning for Frontera, from which port we were now distant 
some forty miles. 

On the other hand, the captain said that if tliey did so 
and the norther came up, it would catfdi them before they 
got there, and wreck them upon the bar of the Oi ijalva 
river ; but he added that he did not believe there ^vould 
be any norther, and if by ill-luck it sliould come, their best 
course was to stand for the open sea and ride it out. 

The mate answered that this would be an excellent plan 
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if the ship were staunch and the engines to be relied on, 
but ke declared loudly that they might as well try to 
sail a boat with a mast made of cigarettes, as attempt to 
lie head on to a norther with leaking boilers, worn-out en- 
gines, and a strained paddle-wheel. 

After this the discussion grew fierce, and as full of oaths 
as a shark^s mouth with teeth, but in the end the two 
sailors determined that their safest plan would be to hold 
on their present course, and, if necessary, round Point Xi- 
calango and take shelter behind Carmen Island, or, if they 
could, ill the mouth of the Usumacinto river. Then they 
parted, the cajitain adjuring the mate to say nothing of 
the state of the weather to the passengers, and above all to 
that accursed Englishman, who had called this misfortune 
upon them because he was not put off at Erontera, and 
whose evil eye brought bad luck. 

Another two liours passed without much change, except 
that the night grew darker and darker, and stiller and yet 
more still. The Seflor Strickland, who had been walking 
up and down the deck smoking a cigar, came and sat be- 
side me on a coil of rope, and asked me if I thought the 
norther was coming. 

Yes, it is coming, I answered, ^^and I fear that it 
will sink us, at least so say the Indian sailors. 

You take the idea of being drowned like a puppy in a 
sack very coolly, Ignatio. How far are we from Point Xi- 
calango ? 

About twelve miles, I believe, and I take it coolly be- . 
cause there is no use in making an outcry. God will pro- 
tect us if He chooses, and if He chooses He will drown us. 
It is childish to struggle against destiny.” ‘ 

‘^A true Indian creed, Ignatio,” he answered; ^^you 
people sit down and say — ^It is fate, let us accept it^ — but 
one that I and the men of my nation do not believe in. If 
they had done so, instead of being the first country in the 
world to-day, England long ago would have ceased to exist, 
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for majiy a time she has stood face to face with Pate and 
beaten her. For my part, if I must die, I prefer tt) die 
fighting. Tell me, are any of these people to be relied on 
if it comes to a pinch ? 

The Indian sailors are Campeche men and brave, also 
they know the coast, and if need be they will do anything 
that I tell them. For the rest I cannot say, but the cap- 
tain seems to understand something of his business. Look 
and listen ! ” 

As I spoke a vivid flash of lightning pierced the heavens 
above us^ followed by a deafening peal of thunder. In its 
fierce and sudden glare we could sec the coast some three 
or four miles away, and almost ahead of us the bolder out- 
line of Point Xicalango. The Avater about our ship was 
dead calm, and slipped past her sides like oil ; the smoke 
in the funnel rose almost straight into the air, where at a 
certain height it twisted round and round ; and a sail that 
had been hoisted flapped to and fro for lack of wind to 
draw it. 

A mile or so to windward, however, was a different sight, 
for there came the norther, rushing upon us like a thing 
alive ; in front of it a line of white billows torn from the 
quiet surface of the sea, and behind it, fretted by little 
lightnings, a dense wall of black cloud stretching from the 
face of ocean to the arc of heaven. 

Now the captain, who was on deck, saw his danger, for 
if those billows caught us broadside on Ave must surely 
founder. In the strange silence that followed the boom of 
the thunder, he shouted to the helmsman to bring the ship 
head on to the sea, and to the sailors to batten down the 
after-hatch, the only one that remained open, shutting the 
passengers, except ourselves and Molas, into the cabin. 

His orders were obeyed well and quickly, the Santa Mor 
ria came round and began to paddle towards the open 
water and the advancing line of foam. It was terrible to 
see her, so small a thing, driving on thus into what ap- 
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peared to be the very jaws of death. Now the unnatural 
quiet was broken, a low moaning noise thrilled through the 
air, the waters about the ship^s side began to seethe and' 
hiss, and spray flying ahead of the wind cut our faces like 
the lash of a whip. 

A few more seconds and something white and enormous 
could be seen looming above our bows, and the sight of it 
caused the captain, whose face looked pale as death in the 
gleam of the lightnings, to shriek another order to his 
crew. , 

*‘'Lie down and hold on tight to the rop(j,'" I said to 
the Sefior Strickland and Molas, who were beside me, 
here comes el Norte, and he brings death for many of us 
on board this ship.^^ 


CHAPTER VI 

NORTE 

Another moment and el Norte had come in strength, 
First a sudden rusli of wind struck the vessel, causing her 
to shiver, and with a sharp report rending from its fasten- 
ings the jib, which had not been furled. This gust went 
howling by, and after it rolled the storm. 

To us it seemed that the Santa Maria dived head first 
into a huge wave, a level line of white illumined with 
lightnings and swept forward by the hurricane, for in an 
instant a foot of foaming water tore along her deck from 
stem to stem, sweeping away everything movable upon it, 
including two Indian sailors. We should have gone with 
the rest had we not clung with all our strength to the rope 
coiled about the foremast, but as it was we escaped with a 
wetting. 

For a while the ship stood quite still, and it seemed as 
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thongh she were being pressed into the deep by the weight 
of water on her decks, but as this fell from her in cata- 
racts, she rose again and ploughed forward. Fortunately 
the first burst of the tempest was also the most terrible, 
and it had not taken her broadside on, for one or two more 
such waves would have sAvamped us. 

After it had passed shore wards, driven by the hurricane 
wind, for a little apace there Avas Avhat by comparison 
might be called a lull, then the Santa Maria met the full 
weight of the norther. For a Avhile she forged ahead 
against the shrieking wind and A^ast succeeding seas, ship- 
ping such a quantity of AA^ater that presently the captain 
found it necessary to reduce her engines to half speed, 
which it Avas hoped Avould suflice to give her way Avithout 
filling her. 

Noav less water came aboard, but on the other hand, as 
was soon eAddcnt, the vessel began to drift towards the 
Point Xicalango, and from this moment it became clear 
that only a miracle could save her. For an hour or more 
the Santa Maria kept up a gallant and unequal fight, 
being constantly j)ressed backAvards by the might of the 
storm, till at length we could see in the glare of the light- 
ning that the breakers of the Point Avere raging not two 
hundred paces from her stern. The captain saw them 
also and made a last effort. Shifting the vesseFs bow a 
little, so that the seas struck her on the port quarter, he 
gave the order of “Full steam ahead, ’^;ind once more we 
drove forAvard. 

Before and since that day*I have made many voyages 
across the Gulf of Mexico in all weathers, but never have 
I met with such an experience as that which followed. 
The ship plunged and strained and rocked, lifting now 
her bow and now her stern high above the waves, till it 
seemed as though she must fall to pieces, while water in 
tons rushed aboard of her at every dip, which, as she 
righted herself, streamed through the broken bulwarks. 
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Slowly, very slowly, we were forging away from the 
Poinf and out into the channel which lies between it and 
Carmen Island, but the effort was too fierce to last. Pre- 
sently, after a succession of terrible pitchings, one paddle- 
wheel suddenly ceased to thrash the water, while the other 
broke to pieces, and a faint cry from below told those on 
deck that the worn-out machinery had collapsed. 

Now we were in the mid-race or channel, through which 
the boiling current, driven by the fury of the gale and the 
push of the tide, tore at a speed of fifteen or sixteen knots, 
carrying the Santa Maria along with it as a chip of wood 
is carried down a flooded gutter. Twice she whirled right 
round, for now that her machinery liad gone there was no 
pow'er to keep her head to the waves, and on the second 
occasion, as she lay broadside to them, a green sea came 
aboard of her that swept her decks almost clean, taking 
away with it every boat except the cutter, which fortu- 
nately was slung upon davits to starboard and out of its 
reach. 

Crouching under shelter of the mast, again the three of 
us clung to our rope, nor did we leave go although the 
water ground us against the deck, covering us for so long 
that before our heads were clear of it \ve felt as though 
our lungs must burst. As it chanced, what remained of 
the starboard bulw'arks was carried away by the rush, 
allowing the sea to escape, or the ship must liave foun- 
dered at once. But it had done its work, for the engine- 
room hatchway and the cabin light were stove in, and the 
Santa Maria was half full of water. 

Before a second sea could strike her, her nose swung 
round, and in this position she was washed along the race, 
her deck not standing more than four feet above the level 
of the waves. 

Now from time to time the moon shone out between 
rifts in the storm clouds, revealing a dreadful scene. Frag- 
ments of the little bridge still remained, and to them w\'is 



NORTE** 


85 


lashed the large body of the captain in an npright position, 
though, as he neither spoke nor stirred, wo never learned 
whether he was only paralysed by terror, or had been killed 
by a blow from the funnel as it fell. 

You will remember, my friend, that he had ordered the 
passengers to be battened down, and there in the cabin 
they remained, twenty or more of them, until the hatch- 
ways were stove in. Then, with the exception of one or 
two, who were drowned by the water that poured down 
upon them, they rushed up the companion, men and 
women together, for they could no longer stay below, and, 
shrieking, praying, and blaspheming, clung to fragments 
of the bulwarks, shrouds of the mast, or anything which 
‘they thought could give them protection against the piti- 
less waves. 

Awful were the wails of the women, who, clad only in 
their night-dresses, now quitted their bunks for the first 
time since they entered them in the harbour of Vera Cruz. 
Overcome by fear, and having no knowledge of the dangers 
of the deep, these poor creatures flung themselves at full 
length upon the deck, striving to keep a hold of the slip- 
pery boards, whence one by one they rolled into the ocean 
as the vessel lurched, or were carried away by the seas that 
• pooped her. 

’ Some of the men followed them to their watery grave, 
others, more self-possessed, crept forward, attempting to 
escape the waves that broke over the steiyi, but none made 
. any effort to save them, and indeed it would have been im- 
possible so to do. 

Among those who crawled forward to whore we and some 
of the Indian sailors were clinging to the rope that was 
coiled round the stump of the broken foremast, was Don 
Jose Moreno. Even in his terror, which was great, this 
man could still be ferocious, for, recognising the seflor, he 
yelled : 

Ah ! maldonado — evil-gifted one — you called down the 
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norther upon us. Well, at least you shall die with the 
rest,’^' and, suddenly drawing his long knife, he rose to his 
knees, and, holding the rope with one hand, attempted to 
drive it into the sefior’s body with the other. Doubtless 
he would have succeeded in his wickedness had not an 
Indian boatswain, who was near, bent forward and struck 
him so sharply on the arm with his clenched fist that the 
knife flew from his hand. In trying to recover it Don 
Jose fell face downwards on the deck, where he lay making 
no further effort at aggression. 

Afterwards the seflor told me, such was the horror and 
confusion of the scenes that, at the time, he scarcely 
noticed this incident, tliough every detail came back to 
him on the morrow, and with it a great wonder that 
even wlien death was staring them in the face, the 
Indians did not forget their promise to watch over our 
safety. 

Meanwhile, swept onward by the tide and gale, the SaU’^ 
ta Maria^ waterlogged and sinking, rushed swiftly to her 
doom. Our last hour was upon us, and for a space this 
knowledge seemed to benumb the mind of the Seflor 
Strickland, who crouclied at my side, as the wet and cold 
had benumbed his body. Jfor was this strange, for it 
seemed terrible to perish thus. 

‘^Can wo do nothing he said to me at length. ^^Ask 
the Indians if there is any hope." 

Putting my face close to the ear of the boatswain, I 
spoke to him, then shouted back : 

He says that the current is taking us round the point 
of the island, and if the ship weathers it, we shall come 
presently into calmer M'ater, where a boat might live, if 
there is one left and it can be launched. He thinks, how- 
ever, that we must sink." 

When the seilor heard this he hid his face in his hands, 
and doubtless began to say his prayers, as I did also. 
Soon, however, we ceased even from that effort, for we 
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were. rounding the point and once more the seas were 
breaking on and over the vessel’s sides. • 

• For a few minutes tliere was a turmoil that cannot be 
described ; then, although the wind still shrieked overhead, 
we felt that we were in water which seemed almost calm to 
us. The ship no longer pitched and rolled, she only 
rocked as she settled before sinking, while the moon, shin- 
ing out between the clouds, showed that what had been 
lier bulwarks were not more than two or three feet above 
the level of the sea. 

Six Indians, our three selves, Don Jose, who seemed to 
be sensei e'fes, and the body of the captain lashed to the 
broken bridge, alone remained of the crew and passengers 
of the Santa Maria. The rest had been swept away, but 
there close to us the cutter still hung upon the davits. 

The seflor saw it, and I think that lie remembered his 
saying of a few hours before, that lie would die fighting ; 
at least he cried : 

The ship is sinking. To the boat, quick ! and, run- 
ning to the cutter, he climbed into her, as did I, Molas, 
and the six Indian sailors. 

She was full of water almost to the thwarts, which could 
only be got rid of by pulling out the wooden plug in her 
. bottom. 

. Happily the boatswain, that same man who had struck 
the knife from the hand of Don Jos6, knew where to look 
for this plug, and, being a sailor of courage and resource, 
he was able to loose it, so that presently the water w^as 
’pouring from her in a stream thick as a hawser. Mean- 
while, urged to it by the hope of escape, the other Indians 
were employed in getting out the oars, and in loosening the 
tackles before slipping them altogether when enough water 
had run out to allow the boat to swim. 

Get the plug back,^^ said the seflor, the vessel is sink- 
ing, you must bale the rest." 

Half a minute more and it was done ; then, at a word 
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from the boatswain, the sailors lowered away — they had 
not far to go — and we were afloat, and, better still, quite 
clear of the ship. 

Scarcely had they brought the head of the cutter round 
and pulled three or four strokes, when from the deck of the 
Santa Maria there came the sound of a man's voice crying 
for help, and by the light of the moon we discovered the 
figure of Don Jose Moreno clinging to the broken bul- 
warks, that now were almost awash. 

For the love of God, come back to me ! " he screamed. 

The oarsmen hesitated, but the boatswain said, with an 
Indian oath : 

“ Pull on and let the dog drown." 

It seemed as if Don Jose heard him, at least he raised so 
piteous a wailing that the seflor's heart, which was always 
over-tender, was touched by it. 

We cannot desert the man," he answered, ^‘put back 
for him." 

He tried to murder you just now," shouted the boat- 
swain, ^^and if we go near the ship, she will take us down 
with her.” 

Then he turned to me and asked, Do you command us 
to put back, lord ? " 

Since the seflor wills it, I command you,” I answered. . 

We must save the man and take our chance." 

He commands wdiom we must obey," shouted the boat- 
swain again ; ^^put back, my brothers.” 

Sullenly, but submissively, the Indians backed water till 
we lay almost beneath the counter of the vessel, that wal- 
lowed in the trough of the swell before she went down. 
On the deck, clinging to the stays of the mast, stood Don 
Jose — his straight oiled hair beat about his face, his gor- 
geous dress was soaked and disordered. 

Save me ! " he yelled hoarsely, save me ! " 

“ Throw yourself into the sea, seflor, and we will pick 
you up." 
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dare nbt/^ was the answer, come aboard and fetch 
me.” ’ • 

• “ Does the seiior still wish us to stay ?” asked the boat- 

swain, calmly. 

Listen, you cur,” shouted the seflor, “ the ship is sink- 
ing and will take us with it. At the word ^ three,' give 
way, men. Now will you come, or not ? One, two ” 

I come,” said the Mexican, and, driven to it by de- 
spair, he cast himself into the sea. 

With diflBculty the seflor, assisted by an Indian with a 
boathook, succeeded in getting hold of him as he was 
washed past on the swell. I confess that I would have no 
hand in the affair, since — nii^y I be forgiven the sin — my 
charity was not true enough to make me wish to save this 
villain. ^I'here, however, the matter rested for the pres- 
ent, as they could not stop to pull him into the boat, for 
just then the deck of the 8ania Maria burst with a rend- 
ing sound, and she began to go doMUi bodily. 

How for your lives,” shouted the boatswain, and they 
rowed, dragging Don Jose in the wake of the cutter. 

Down went the Santa Marku bow first, making a hollow 
in the sea that sucked us back towards her. For a mo- 
ment the issue hung doubtful, for the whirlpool caused by 
. the vanished vessel was strong and almost engulfed us, but 
in the end the stout arms of the Indians conquered and 
drew our boat clear. 

. So soon as this great danger had gone by, the sailors with 
much labour lifted Don Jose into the cuteer, where he lay 
■gasping but unharmed. 

Then arose the question of what we could possibly do to 
save our lives. 

AVe were lying under the lee of Carmen Island, which 
sheltered us somewhat from the fury of the norther, and we 
might cither try to land upon this island, or to put about 
and run for the mouth of the Usamacinto river. There 
was a third course : to keep the boat's head to the seas, if 
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that were possible, and let, her drift till daylight. Ir^^the 
end this was wliat we determined to do. 

Indeed, while we were discussing the '"uestion it was set- 
tled for us, for suddenly the rain began to fall in torrents, 
blotting out sucli moonlight as there was ; and to land in 
this darkness would have been impossible, even if the nat- 
ure of the bead) allowed of it. Therefore we lay to and 
gave our thoughts and strength to the task of preventing 
the waves, wliich became more and more formidable as we 
drifted beyond the shelter of the island, from swamping or 
oversetting us. 

It was a great struggle, and had it not been that the heavy 
rain beat down the seas, we could never have lived till 
morning. As it was we must have been swamped many 
times over but for the staunchness of the boat, which, for- 
tunately, was a new one, and the seamanship and ceaseless 
vigilance of the Indian boatsw^iin who commanded her. 
For hour after hour he crouched in the bow of the cutter, 
staring through the sheets of rain and the darkness with 
his hawk-like eyes, and shouting directions to the crew as 
he heard or caught sight of a white-crested billow rolling 
down upon us, that presently would fling us upwards to 
sink deep into the trough on its further side, sometimes 
half filling the boat with water, which must be baled out 
before the next sea overtook us. 

Afterwards the seilor told me that, knowing it to be the 
nature of Indians to submit to evil rather than to struggle 
against it, he wondered how it came about that these men 
faced the fight so gallantly, instead of throwing down their 
oars and suffering themselves to be drowned. I also was 
somewhat astonished till presently the matter was ex- 
plained, for once, when a larger sea than those that went 
before had almost filled us, the boatswain called out to his 
companions : 

Be brave, my brothers, and fear nothing. The Keeper 
of the Heart is with us, and death will flee him." 
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Hjo the seflor, however, this (jomfort seemed cold, since 
he diU not believe that any talisman could save us from the 
, powers of the sky and sea, nor indeed did I. Wet anef half 
frozen as he was, his nerve broken by the terrible scenes 
that we had witnessed upon the lost ship, and by thoughts 
of the many who had gone down with her, his spirit, so he 
told me, failed liim at last. 

He gave no outward sign of his inward state indeed ; he 
did not follow the example of the Mexican, who lay in the 
water at the bottom of the boat, groaning, weeping, and 
confessing his sins, which seemed to be many. Only he 
sat still and silent and surrendered himself to destiny, till 
by degrees his forces, mental and bodily, deserted him and 
lie sank into a torpor. It was little wonder, for rarely have 
shipwrecked men been in a more hopeless position. The 
blinding rain, tlie bewildering darkness, the roaring wind 
and sea, all combined to destroy us while we drifted in our 
frail craft we knew not whither. 

As minute after minute of that endless night went by, 
our escape seemed to become more impossible, for each took 
with it something of the strength and mental energy of 
those who fought so bravely against the doom that over- 
shadowed us. For my part, I was sure that my hour had 
come, but this did not trouble me overmuch, since my life 
■ had not been so happy or successful that I grieved at the 
thought of losing it. Moreover, ever since I became a man 
it has been my daily endeavour to prepare my mind for 
Death, and so to live that I should not have to fear the 
. hour of his coming. 

In truth it seems to me that without such preparation 
the life of any man who thinks must be one long wretched- 
ness, seeing that at the last, strive as ho may, fate will 
overtake him, and that there is no event in our lives which 
can compare in importance with the inevitable end. We 
live not to escape from death, but in order that we may 
die ; this is the great issue and object of our existence. 

H 
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Stilly Death is terrible^ more especially when we are coJled 
upon to await him hour after hour amid the horror ana tur- 
moirof shipwreck. 

Therefore I was very thankful when, having flung my 
serape about the form of my friend, at length I also was 
overcome by cold and exhaustion, and after a space of 
time, in which the present seemed to fade from me, taking 
with it all fears and hopes of the future, and the past alone 
possessed me, peopled by the dead, I sank into unconscious- 
ness or swoon. 

How long I remained in this merciful state of oblivion I 
do not know, but I was roused from it by Molas, who 
shook me and called into my ear with a voice that trem- 
bled with cold or joy, or both : 

Awake, awake, we are saved !” 

Saved I said, confusedly. What from ? 

From death in the sea. Look, lord.” 

Then with much pain, for the salt spray had congealed 
upon my face like frost, I opened my eyes to find that the 
morning was an hour old, and though the skies were still 
leaden we were no longer at sea, but fioated on the waters 
of a river, whereof the bar roared behind us. 

Where are we ? ” I asked. 

In tlie Usumacinto river, thanks be to God ! ” an- 
swered Molas. "MVe have been driven across the bay in 
the dark, and at the dawn found ourselves just outside the 
breakers. Somehow we passed them safely, and there be- 
fore us is the blessed land.” 

I looked at the bank of the river clothed with reeds and * 
grasses, and the noble palm-trees that grew among them. 
Then I looked at my companions. The Sefior Strickland 
lay as though he were dead beneath the serape that I had 
thrown over him, his head resting on the thwarts, ]i)ut the 
Mexican, Don Jose, was sitting up in the bottom of the 
boat and staring wildly at the shore. 

As for the Indians, the men to whom we owed our lives. 
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th^^Tfere utterly worn out. Two of them appeared to have 
swooned where they sat, and I saw that their handtfwere 
* bleeding from the friction of the oars. Three others lay 
gasping beneath the seats, but Molas held the tiller at my 
side, and the boatswain still sat upright in the bow where 
he had faced death for so many dreadful hours. 

Say, lord,” he asked, turning his face that was hollow 
with suspense and suffering, and white with encrusted salt, 
to speak to me, can you row ? If so, take the oars and 
pull us to the bank while Molas steers, for our arms will 
work no more.” 

Then I struggled from my scat, and with groat efforts, 
for every movement caused me pain, I pulled the cutter to 
the bank, and as her bows struck against it, the sun broke 
through the thinning clouds. 

So soon as the boat was made fast, Molas and I lifted 
the seflor from her, and, laying him on the bank, wo re- 
moved his clothes so that the sun might play upon his 
limbs, which were blue with cold. As the clouds melted 
and the warmth increased, I saw the blood begin to creep 
beneath the whiteness of his skin, which was drawn with 
the wet and wind, and rejoiced, for now I knew that he 
did but sleep, and that the tide of life was rising in his 
veins again, as in my own. 

Whilst we sat thus warming ourselves in the sunlight, 
some Indians appeared belonging to a ranchoy or village, 
half a league away. On learning our migfortunes and who 
we were, these men hurried home to bring us food, having 
first pointed out to us a pool of sweet rain-water, of which 
we stood in great need, for our throats were dry. When 
they had been gone nearly an hour, the sefior awoke and 
asked for drink, which I gave him in the baling-bowl. 
Next he inquired where we were and what had happened 
to us. When 1 had told him he hid his face in his hands 
for a while, then lifted it and said : 

^'I am a fool and a boaster, Ignatio. I said that I 
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would die fighting, and it is these men who have jfodght 
and s&ved my life while I swooned like a child.’* 

“ I did the same, sefior,” I answered ; ‘‘ only those who * 
were working at the oars could keep their senses, for 
labour warmed them somewhat. Come to the river and 
wash, for now your clothes are dry again,” and throwing 
the serape over his shoulders, I led him to the water. 

As we climbed down the bank we met the boatswain, 
and the sefior said, holding out his hand to him : 

You are a brave man and you have saved all our lives. 
sefior, not answered the Indian. You forget 
tliat with us was the Keeper of the Heart, and the Heart 
that has endured so long, cannot be lost. This we knew, 
and therefore we laboured on, well assured that our toil 
would not bo in vain.” 

shall soon begin to believe in that talisman of yours 
myself, Ignatio,” said the sefior shrugging his slioulders ; 
certainly it did us good service last night.” 

Then he washed, and by the time he had dressed him- 
self, women arrived from the rancho bearing with them 
baskets laden with tortillas or meal cakes, frijole licans, a 
roast kid, and a bottle of good agtia ardientCy the brandy 
of this country. On these provisions we fell to thankfully, 
and, before we had finished our meal, the alcalde, or head- 
man of the village, presented himself to pay his respects 
and to invite us to his house. 

Now I wliisj)ered to Molas, who had some acquaintance 
with this man, to take him apart and discover my rank to 
him, and to learn if perchance he had any tidings of that 
stranger whom we came to visit, the doctor Zibalbay. He 
nodded and obeyed, and after a while I rose and followed 
him behind some trees, where the alcalde, who was of our 
brotherhood, greeted me with reverence. 

I have news, my lord,” said Molas. ^^This man says 
that he has heard of the old Indian and his daughter, and 
that but this morning one who has travelled down the 
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river told him how some five or six days ago they were 
botliof them seized by Don Pedro Moreno, the father of 
. Don Jose yonder, and imprisoned at tlie hacienda of*Santa 
Cruz, where, dead or alive, they remain/^ 

Now I thought a wliilc, then, sending for the Seflor 
James, I told him what we had learnt. 

But what can this villain want to do with an old 
Indian and his daughter ? ” he asked. 

^^The seflor forgets,” said Molas, '^that Don Pedro 
^robbed me of the gold which the doctor gave me, and that 
, in my folly I told him from whom it came. Doubtless ho 
thinks' to win the secret of tlio mine whence it was dug, 
and of the mint where it was stiimj)ctl with the sign of the 
Heart. Also there is the daughter, wliom some men might 
value above all the gold in Mexico. Now, lord, I fear 
that your journey is fruitless, since those who become Don 
Pedro^s guests are apt to stay with him for ever.” 

^^That, I think, we must take the risk of,” said the 
seflor. 

^‘Yes,” I answered : ^‘having come so far to find this 
stranger, wo cannot turn back now. At least we have 
lived througli worse dangers tliau tliose wliicli await us at 
Santa Cruz.” 


CFIAPTKR VII 

I 

HACIKNDA” 

Retttrntxo to the place where we liad eaten, we found the 
alcalde talking with the sailors as to their plans. On scc^ 
ing us the boatswain advanced, and said that, if it was our 
pleasure, he and his companions proposed to rest for a few 
days at the neighbouring rancho and then to row the boat 
along the /Coast to Campeche, whicli they hoped in favour- 
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able weather to reach in sixty hours, adding that he trusted 
we WQuld accompany them. 

I answered that we wished for no more of the sea at pres- 
ent, and that we intended to pursue our journey to the 
town of Potrerillo, where we could refit before undertak- 
ing an expedition to the ruined cities of Yucatan. The 
boatswain said it was well, though he was sorry that they 
could not escort us so far, as it was their duty to report the 
loss of the ship to its owner, who lived at Campeche. 

When we heard this the sefior unbuckled the belt of 
money, which he wore about his waist, and, pouring out 
half a handful of gold pieces, he begged the boatswain to 
accept of them for division between himself and his com- 
panions. All this while Don Jose was sitting close to us, 
watching everything that passed, and I saw his eyes bright- 
en at the sight of the belt of gold. 

You are fortunate to have saved so much,^^ he said, 
speaking for the first time. ^^All that I had has gone 
down with the ship, yes, three thousand dollars or more.” 

You should have followed our example,’^ answered the 
sefior ; ‘‘ we divided our cash between the three of us and 
secured it upon our persons, though perhaps you were wise 
after all, since such a weight of gold might have been awk- 
ward if, like you, we had been called upon to swim. By 
the way, sefior, what are your plans ? " 

If you will allow me,^^ answered the Mexican, will 
walk with you towards Potrerillo, for my home lies on that 
road. Would you bo oflEended, sefior, if, on behalf of my 
father, I ventured to offer his hospitality to you and your 
companions ? ” 

^^To speak plainly, Don Josf'," said the sefior, ^^our 
past experience has not been such as to cause us to desire 
to have anything more to do with you. May I remind you, 
putting aside other matters, that last night you attempted 
to stab me ? ” 

Sefior,” answered the man with every sign of ^Qontrition. 
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“ if Nid this it was because terror and madness possessed 
me^ and most humbly do I beg your pardon for the deed, 
'and for any angry and foolish words that 1 may hare 
spoken before it. Seflor, you saved my life, and my heart is 
filled with gratitude towards you, who have thus repaid 
evil with good. I know that you have heard an ill report 
of my father, and, -to speak truth, at times when tlie liquor 
is in him, he is a bad and violent old man, yet he has this 
virtue, that he loves me, his son, and all those who are kind 
to me. Therefore, in his name and my own, I pray that 
you will forget the past and accept of our hospitality for 
some few days, or at least until you have recovered from 
your fatigue and we can furnish you with arras and horses 
to help you forward on your jouniey.” 

“ Certainly we desire to buy mules and guns,” answered 
the seflor, *'and if you think that your father will be able 
to supply these, we will avail ourselves of your kindness 
and pass a night or two at his hacienda.” 

** Seflor, the place is youis and all that it contains,” Don 
Jo8§ answered with much courtesy ; but as ho BiH)ke I saw 
his eye gleam with an evil fire. 

'^Doubtless,” I interrupted, “for I understand that 
Don Pedro Moreno is famed for his liospitality. Still, in 
•accepting it, I venture to ask for a promise of safe-con- 
duct, more especially as, save for our pistols and knives, we 
are unarmed.” 

“Do you wish to insult me, seflor?” Don Jos6 asked 
angrily. 

“ Not in the least, seflor, but I find it a little strange 
that yon, who two nights ago refused to sit at meat with 'a 
dog of on Indian,^ should now be anxious to receive that 
same dog into your home.” 

“ Have I not said that I am sorry for what is past ? ” he 
answered, “ and con a man do more ? Gentlemen, if any 
evil is attempted towards yon in my father’s house, I will 
answer for yc with my life.” 
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That is quite sufficient/’ broke in the sefior, t^^spe- 
cially as in such an event we should most certainly hold you 
to your bond. And now tell me how far is the hacienda 
from this spot ? " 

^^If we start at once we should reach it at sundown/’ he 
answered, that is on foot, though it is but three hours’ 
ride from the house to the mouth of the. river.” 

Then let us go,” he said, and ten minutes later we 
were on the road. 

Before we went, however, we bade a warm farewell to 
the sailors, and also to the alcalde of the village, all of 
whom were somewhat disturbed on learning that we pro- 
posed to sleep at Santa Cruz. 

“ The place has an evil name,” said the alcalde, “ and it 
is a home of thieves and smugglers — only last week a cargo 
that never paid duty went up the river. They say that 
Don Pedro was fathered by the devil in person ; may the 
Saints protect you from him, lord ! ” 

We have business that tokes us to this house, friend,” 
I answered ; but doubtless it will be easy for you to keep 
yourself informed of what chances in that neighbonrliood, 
and if we should not appear again within a few days, per- 
haps it may please you to advise the authorities at Cam- 
peche that we are missing.” 

^'Tlie authorities are afraid of Don Pedro,” answered 
the alcalde, shaking his hesid, also he bribes tliem so 
heavily that they grow blind when they look his way. 
Still I Avill do the best I can, be sure of that, and as an 
latflese is with you, it is possible that I may be able to get 
help if necessary.” 

Our walk that day was long and hot, though we had 
nothing to curry except the clothes on our backs, all our 
possessions having been lost in the ship. At noon we 
halted, and, the heat being great, ate some food that we had 
brought with us, and slept two hours in the ^lade, which 
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sleep tws most grateful, for we were weary. Then wo rose 
and tramped on, till at length wo came within sigSt of 
Ihis hacienda, where, though I little guessed it at the time, 
I was fated to spend so many years of my life. 

Walking through a large milpa, or corn field, — that in 
front of the building which is now planted with coffee- 
bushes, — we reached the gateway and entered the courtyard, 
where we were met by many fierce dogs which rushed upon 
us from all sides. Don Jose beat back the dogs, that knew 
him, and, leaving us under the charge of some half-breeds, 
he entered the house. 

After a while he returned agaiii and led us through the 
passages into the dining-hall, which, as you know, is the 
largest room in the hacienda^ and in former days served as 
the refectory of the monks. Several lamps were hung 
upon its walls, for already it grew dark, and by their light 
we saw five or six people gathered round a long table wait- 
ing for supper, which was being laid by Indian girls. Of 
these men it is sufficient to say that they were of mixed 
nationality and villainous appearance. Turning from them 
we looked towards the far end of the chamber, where a 
hammock was slung from the beams in the roof, in which 
lay a man whom a handsome girl, also an Indian, was em- 
ployed in rocking to and fro. 

^^Come and be introduced to my father, who expects 
you,” said Don Jose, leading the way towards the ham- 
mock. ‘^Father, here is that bravo Englishman who 
saved my life last night, and with him the Indian gentle- 
man, who — did not wish to save my life. As I told you, I 
have offered them hospitality on your behalf, feeling sure 
that they would be welcome here.” 

At the sound of his son^s voice Don Pedro awoke, or 
pretended to awake, from his doze, and bade the girl cease 
swinging the hammock. Then he sat up and looked at us. 
He was a short stout man of about sixty years of age, — so 
short indeed that, although the hammock was slung low. 
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b is legs did not touch the floor. Notwithstanding thisdaok of 
statflre, Don Pedro’s appearance was striking, while his long, 
carefully brushed white hair gave him a venerable aspect. 

Other beauties he had none, however, for his cheeks were 
flabby and wrinkled, his mouth was cruel and sensuous ; and 
his dull eyes, which were small, half opened, and protected 
from the glare of the lamps by spectacles of tinted glass, 
can best be described as horrible, like those of a snake. 
Looking at him we could well believe that his reputation 
was not exaggerated, for he bore the stamp of evil on his 
face. Still he bowed with much courtesy and addressed 
the seflor in Spanish. 

So you arc the Englishman who saved my son here from 
the sinking ship,” he said in a slow, powerful voice, peer- 
ing at us with his flsh-like eyes from beneath the coloured 
glasses. lie tells me that you ro\ted back to the side of 
the foundering vessel merely in order to fetch him. Well, 
it was a brave deed and one that I should not have dared 
myself, for I have always found it hard enough to keep 
my own breath in mo without attempting to preserve that 
of other people. But as I have seen several times, you 
Englishmen are peculiar in these matters, foolhardy indeed. 
Seflor, I am grateful to you, and this house and all within 
it is at your disposal and that of your companions,” and he 
glanced with genuine affection at the coarse beetle-browed 
man beside him, who was gnawing one end of his moustache 
and staring at us out of the corners of his eyes. 

Toll me,” he added, to what do I owe the honour of 
your presence ? ” 

*^To an accident, Don Pedro,” the seflor answered. 

As it chances, the ruins of this ancient land interest me 
much, and I was travelling to Palenque with my Indian 
friend, Don Igiiatio, when we were so unfortunate as to be 
wrecked near your hospitable house. In our dilemma we 
accepted the invitation of your son to visit you, in the hope 
that you may be able to sell us some guns and mules,” 
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Ruins, Seflor Strickland ! Decidedly yon Englishmen 
are strange. What pleasure can you find in hunting alJbut 
among old walls, built by men long dead, unless indeed you 
seek for treasure there. For my part I hate the name of 
ruins, for I have always suffered from a presentiment that I 
should meet my end among them, and that is bad to think 
of. Bah ! — and he spat upon the fioor — tliere, it comes 
upon me again, suddenly as a fit of the ague.*^ 

Well,” he went on, you are lucky to have saved your 
lives and your money, and to-morrow we will see about the 
things that you desire to buy. Meanwhile, you are travel- ^ 
stained and doubtless will wish to cleanse yourselves before 
you eat. Jos6, conduct the seflor and his Indian friend, 
since he is so fond of his company, to their room, the ab- 
bot^s chamber. Supper will be served shortly, till then, 
adios. Girl, go with them,” lie added, addressing the 
woman who had been engaged in swinging the hammock, 
water may be wanted and other things.” 

The woman bowed and went away, and at the door we 
found her standing, lamp in hand, to light us down the 
passage. 

Now, Seflor Jones, you, for whom I write my history, 
have so often slept in the abbot’s chamber in this house 
that it is needless for me to stop to describe it. Except for 
the furniture, the room is just as it was in those days. 
Then it was empty save for a few chairs, a rough washing- 
stand, and two truckle bedsteads of American make, which 
were placed at a little distance from each’ other on either 
side of the picture of the abbot. 

I fear that you will think this a poor place, after the 
luxury of Mexico, gentlemen,” said Don Jose, but it is 
our guest-chamber, the best that we have.” 

Thank you,” answered the seflor, ^^it will do very 
*well, though perhaps your visitors suffer sometimes from 
nightmare,” and he glanced at the awful and life-sized 
picture on the south wall of an Indian being burnt at an 
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mitO’-da-fe^ while devils hanging above his head dragged 
th(y8oul from his tortured and expiring body. 

Pretty, are they not ? " said Don Jose ; I would have 
them whitewashed over, but my father likes them. You 
see all the victims are Indians, there isn^t a white man 
among them, and the old man never could bear Indians. 
Well, when you are ready, will you come to supper? You 
will not lose the way, for you can follow the smell of the 
food,” and he left the room. 

One moment,” I said addressing the girl, who was 
about to accompany him, perhaps you will see that our 
servant,” and 1 pointed to Molas, has some meat brought 
to him here, since your masters will not wish him to sit at 
table.” 

“ answered the girl, whose name was Luisa, search- 
ing my face with her eyes. 

By this time Don Jose was through the door, which 
the draught pushed to behind him. I watched it close, 
then a thought struck me, for I remembered that among 
our Order there are women, associates of the outer circle, 
and I whispered some words into Luisa^s ear and made a 
sign with my hand. She shirted and gave the ancient 
answer, which is tauglit even to children, whereto I 
replied with another sign, that of the Presence of the 
Heart. Wliere?"^ she asked glancing at each of us in 
turn. 

ITe7*e,'* I answered, and, drawing out the symbol, 1 
held it before her eyes. 

She saw and made obeisance, and at that moment we 
heard Don Jose calling her from the further side of the 
door. 

I come,” she cried in answer, then added in a whis- 
per ; Lord, you are in danger in this house. I cannot 
tell you now, but if possible I will return. The wine is 
safe, but drink no coffee, and do not sleep when you lie 
down. Search the floor and you will understand the rea- 
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son. I come, scflor ! I come ! " and she fled from the 
room. • 

' So soon as the girl was gone, the Scflor James wont to 
the door and locked it, then he returned and said : 

What does all this mean, Ignatio ? 

I did not answer, but, pushing aside one of the bods, I 
searched the floor beneath it. It was discoloured in several 
place j. Next I pulled the blankets oil the beds and exam- 
ined the webbing that formed the mattresses, to discover 
that this also was stained, though slightly, for it had been 
washed. ^ Then I said : 

Men have died in these beds, scflor, and yonder stains 
were made by their blood. It would seem that the guests 
of Don Pedro sleep well ; first they are drugged, then tliey 
are murdered ; and it is for this purpose that we have been 
lured to the house. Well, wc expected nothing else.^^ 
*^That is a pleasing prospect,^^ ho answered, *^we are 

this man^s guests, surely tliercfore ho will not and ho 

drew his hand across his throat. 

Certainly ho will, scflor, and it is to this end that we 
have been brought here by Don Jose. If others have been 
murdered, it is not likely that wc shall escape, since Don 
Pedro will be sure that an Inghae would not travel without 
a large sum of money. Moreover, wc have a quarrel with 
the son, and know too much about the father.” 

“ Again I say that the prospect is a pleasant one,” 
answered the seflor. “On the wliole it would have been 
better to be drowned than to live on to* be butchered by 
those villains in this awful place. Wliat an end ! ” 

“ Do not despair,” I answered. “ AVe are warned in time 
and therefore, I think, shall cscai)e by the help of that 
girl and the other Indians in the place, since in an hour 
every one of them will have learned who wc are, and bo 
prepared to venture their lives to save us. Also we came 
for a purpose, knowing our risk. Now let us make ready 
and go among these men with a bold face ; for of this you 
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may be sure^ that nothing will be attempted till late at 
night when they think us sleeping. Have you understood^ 
Molas?^^ 

Yes," answered the Indian. 

Then watch here, or in the outer room, till we return, 
and should the girl come, learn all you can from her as bo 
the whereabouts of the old doctor and' his daughter, and 
other matters, for when she knows you to be of the Order 
she will speak. Have you been recognised by anyone ?" 

I think not, sefLor. When we entered it was too dark 
for them to see." 

Good. Then keep out of their way if possible, do the 
best you can with the girl, and take note of all that passes. 
Farewell." 

When we reached the dining-hall, nine of the company 
were already seated at the table impatient for their food, 
but Don Pedro was still sitting in his hammock engaged in 
earnest conversation with his son Jose. Of those at the 
table but one was a white man, a lanky, withered-looking 
person with a broken nose, whose general appearance filled 
us with disgust. The rest were half-breeds, the refuse of 
revolutions, villains who had escaped the hand of justice 
and who lived by robbery and murder. 

Looking at these outcasts it became clear to us that, if 
once we fell into their power, we could expect little mercy 
at their hands, for they would think no more of butchering 
us in cold blood than does a sportsman of shooting a deer. 

When Don Pedro perceived us, he slid from his hammock 
to the ground, and, taking the sefior by the hand, he said : 

'^Let me introduce you to my overseer, the Sellor 
Smith, from Texas. He is an American and will be glad 
to meet one who can speak English, for, notwithstanding 
jPiuch practice, his Spanish is none of the best." 

The sefior bowed, and the American desperado spoke to 
him in English, wearing a grin on his face like that of a 
wicked dog as he did so, though I do not know whai^he 
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said. Then Don Pedro conducted his guest to a place of 
honour at the head of the tabic, that beside his own seat, 
Yhile I was led to another table at a little distance, where 
my meat was served to me alone, since, as an Indian of pure 
bloocT, I was not thought fit for the company of these cross- 
bred ours. Don Jos6 having taken his place at the further 
end of the board with the Americano, the meal began, and 
an Mcellent one it was. 

* Now, in the conversation that ensued I took no part, ex- 
cept when members of the gang called to me to drink wine 
with them, for they desired to make me drunk ; but while 
I pretended to be occupied with my meat, I thought much 
and watched more. The talk that passed I set down as I 
overheard it and as it was reported to me by the sefior. 

Try some more of this Burgundy,” said Don Pedro 
when the dishes had been removed, filling his tumbler for 
the seventh or eighth time, it is the right stuff, straight 
from France, though it never paid duty,” and he winked 
his leaden eye. 

Your health, sefior, and may you live to do many such 
brave deeds as that of yesterday, when you saved my son 
from the sea. By the way, do you know that on board the 
Santa Maria they said that you had the evil eye and 
brought her to wreck ; — ^yes, and your long-faced compan- 
ion, the Indian, also ? ” 

Indeed, I never heard of it before,” answered the sefior 
with a laugh ; but if so, our evil eyes shall not trouble you 
for long, as We propose to continue our journey to-morrow.” 

Nonsense, friend, nonsense, you don^t suppose that I 
believe in that sort of rubbish, do you ? We say many 
things that We do not believe just for a joke ; thus,” and 
he raised his voice so that I could hoar him at my table, 
you# companion there — is he not named Ignatio ? — told 
a story to my disadvantage on board the ship, which I am 
sure that he did not believe,” and suddenly he stared at 
me andjidded indolently : ** Is it not so, Indian ? ” 
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“ If you seek my opinion, Don Pedro,” 4 answered, Ican- 
iiig«.forwtird and speaking very clearly, “ 1 say that it k 
unprofitable to rci^cat words that are said, or to rcinembcl’ 
deeds that are done with. If I spoke certain words, or if 
in the past you did certain deeds, liere beneath your hos- 
pitable roof is not the place to recall them.” 

“ Quite so, Indian, quite so, you talk like an oracle, as 
Montezuma used to talk to Cortes till the Conqueror found 
a way to teach him plain speaking — a great man, Cortes, 
he understood how to deal with Indians.” Then he spat 
u])oii the floor and, having looked down the table, spoke to 
the sefior in a somewhat anxious voice. 

“ 'J'ellme,”he said, ^^for your sight is better than mine, 
how many are there i3resont here to-night ? ” 

“ (Jounting my friend, thirteen,” he answered. 

‘^I thought so,” said our host, with an oath, *^and it is 
too late to mend matters now. AYell, may the Saints, 
and they should be thick about a monastery, avert the 
omen. I see you think me a fool.” 

‘‘Not at all,” he replied; “I am rather superstitious 
myself and dislike sitting down thirteen to table.” 

“ So do I, so do 1, Nefior ytrickland. Listen ; last time 
we dined thirteen in this room, there were two travellers 
here, friends of Don Smith, who were trying to 

open up a trade in tliesc jiarts. They drank more than was 
good for them, and the end of it Avas that in the night they 
<]uarrelled and killed each other, yonder in the abbot’s 
chamber, where you are sleeping, — poor men, poor men ! 
There was trouble about the matter at the time, but Don 
Smith explained to his countrymen and it came to 
nothing.” 

•‘Indeed,” answered the senor; “it was strange that 
two drunken men should kill each other.” 

“ So 1 say, sefior. In truth for a while I thought that 
Indians must have got into their rooms and murdered 
them, but it was proved beyond a doubt ‘that this was not 
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flo. Ah ! they are a wicked people, the Indians ; I have 
tten mucli of them and I sliould know. Now tho Gov#1'n- 
meat wishes to treat thorn too well. Our fathers knew 
better how to deal with them, but luckily the arm of the 
Government scarcely reaches here, and no whining jiWrea 
or officials come prying about my house, though once we 
► had some soldiers,” and he cursed at the recollection and 
drank another glass of llurgundy. 

“ I tell you that they arc a wicked people,” he went on, 
‘‘the (lemonioH their fathers worshipped still possess them, 
also they are secret and dangerous ; thcie are Indians now 
who know where vast treasures are burie<J, but they will 
tell nothing. 

“ Yes,” — and suddenly growing excited umler tho intlu- 
enco of the strong drink, he leaned over and whis[Kired 
into his guest’s ear, — “ I have one such in th6 house at this 
moment, an old Lacandone, that is, an uubaptised Indian, 
not that I think him any the worse for that, and with him 
his daughter, a woman more beautiful than tho night — 
perhaps if I go on liking you, Knglishman, I will show her 
to you to-morrow, only then I should have to keep you, 
for you would never go away. Beautiful ! yes, she is 
beautiful, thougli a devil at heart, I have not dared to 
let these little ones see her,” and he winked and nodded 
towards the villains at the table, “but Jose is to pay her 
and her papa a visit to-night, and he won’t mind her tem- 
pers, though they frighten me. 

“ ^Vell, would you believe it ? this girl an 1 her old father 
have the secret of enough treasure to make every man of 
us here rich as the Queen of England. How do I know 
that? I know it because I heard it from their own lips, 
but fill your glass and take a cigar and I will tell you the 
story.” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE SUPPER AND AFTER 

Listen, seflor ; if you are interested in old ruins and 
the Indians, you must liave heard tales of races living away 
in the forest country, where no white man lias set his foot, 
and of their wonderful cities that are said to be full of 
gold! Many say that these tales are lies, that no such peo- 
^plc and no such cities exist, and tliey say tliis because no- 
body lias found them ; but I, for my part, liave always be- 
lieved there was something in the story, seeing tliat otlier- 
wise it would not have lasted so long. 

Well, a few montlis back, I heard that a strange old 
Indian doctor, who was said to have travelled from the far 
interior, was dwelling somewhere in the forest together 
with a woman, but where he dwelt exactly I eould not 
learn, nor, indeed, did I trouble myself to do so. About 
eight weeks ago, however, it happened that an Indian, 
being asked for the toll, which I cliarge all passers-by — to 
recoup me for my expense in making roads, seflor— paid it 
with a little lump of pure gold having a heart stamped on 
either side of the metal. 

Now, you may not know, though I do, that the heart 
is a sacred symbol among these Indians, and has been for 
many generations, for it is to be seen cut upoii the walls of 
their ruins, though what it means only Satan, their master, 
can tell. 

Therefore, when I saw the lump of gold with the 
token on it, I asked the Indian whence he had it, and he 
told me readily enough that it came from this old doctor, 
who gave it to him in payment for some food. He told mo 
also where I might find him, and went upon his way, but, 
his heart being full of deceit, he lied as to the place, so 
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that I searched in vain. Well, to shorten a long story, 
Although to this hour I do not know where the Indian 
Was hiding, I set a trap for him and caught him, — ay, and 
his daughter too. 

It was a simple one, a man in my pay know another 
man who visited the doctor in the forest to get medicine 
from him, but who would not reveal his hiding-place. 
Still, my servant drew it out of him thus : ho sent piteous 
messages through his friend, begging the doctor to como 
and save the life of his dying child, which lay in a house 
near here, and could not be moved. 

The end of it was that the doctor came, and his daugh- 
ter with him. Yes, tliey walked at night straight to tlio 
snare, into this very house, seflor, and only discovered 
their mistake when they found the doors lo(*ked upon them, 
and that the dying child was none other than your humble 
servaiit, Don Pedro Moreno. 

I can tell you, seflor, that I laughed till I nearly cried 
at the sight of their faces, when they found out the trick, 
though there was nothing to laugh at in them, for the man 
looked like an old king, and the girl like a queen, quite 
different from the Indians in these parts ; moreover, tljey 
wore two such scrapes as I had never seen, made of green 
feathers fastened to a foundation of linen. 

When the old man found himself caged, he asked what 
it meant and where he was, speaking in a dialect so liko 
the Maya tongue that I could understand him quite well. 
I told him that he was to be my guest for a while, and 
with the help of two men who were with me I proceeded 
to secure him and his daughter in a safe place, whereat he 
flew into a fearful rage, and cursed all of us most dread- 
fully, and more especially that man who had betrayed him. 
So awful were his curses and the vengemnee that he con- 
jured upon us from heaven, that my hair stood straight 
upon my head, and as for the man who lured him here 
under pretence of visiting his child, it came about that 
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within two days he died of a sudden sickness bred of his 
own< fears. When the second man heard of his compan-j 
ion^s death, lie in turn fled from the place, dreading lest a 
like fate should overtake him, and has been no more heard 
of. 

Thus it comes about, scflor, that I alone know where 
these birds are caged, though I hope to introduce my son 
to them to-night, for I dare not trust the others, and wish 
to keep them in the family, nor will I let any Indians near 
them. 

AVell, when they had calmed down a little, I spoke to 
my prisoners through a grating, telling them that I wished 
to know whence they had obtained those lumps of gold 
stamped with a heart, to which the old man answered that 
he had no knowledge of any such gold. Now, I was sure 
that he lied, and took refuge in another trick. The cell 
where they were shut up is that in which the old monks 
imprisoned such as were suspected of heresy, and others, 
and close to it is a secret place — there are many such in 
this house, seflor — where a spy may be hid, and both see 
and hear all that passes in the cell. 

^^In this place I ensconced myself, and lay there for 
hours, with the rats running over me, so anxious was I to 
get at the truth. In the end I was not disappointed, for- 
they began to talk. A great deal of their conversation I 
could make nothing of, but at length the girl said, after 
examining an old gilt crucifix that hung upon the waft: 

^ Look, father ^ hero also they have gold.^ 

^ It is gilt, not gold,^ he answered, ^ I know the art of 
it, though with us it is not practised, except to keep from 
corruption the spears and arrowheads that fowlers use upon 
the lake.^ Then he added : 

^ I wonder what that leaden-eyed, greedy-faced white 
thief would say if he knew that in a single temple we could 
show him enough of the metal ho covets to fill this place 
five times over from floor to ceiling.^ 
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* * Hush ! ^ she said, ‘ ears may be listening even in these 
jwalls ; let us risk nothing, seeing that by seeming to be ig- 
lorant alone we can hope to escape/ ” 

Well," asked the scflor eagerly, and what did Zibal- 
bay answer ? I think tliat you said the old man’s name 
was Zibalbay," lie added, trying to recover the slip. 

‘• Zibalbay ! No, I never mentioned that name," Don 
Pedro replied susp’iciously, and with a sudden cliange of 
manner, ^'lle answered nothing at all. Next morning, 
when I came to question tlicm, the birds had llowii. It is 
a pity, for ^ otherwise I might have asked the old man — if 
his name is Zibalbay. I suppose that the Indians hud let 
them out, but I could not discover.” 

Why, Don Pedro, you said just now that they were 
still in the house.” 

Did I ? Then I made a mistake, as you did about the 
name ; this wine is strong, it must have gone to my head ; 
sometimes it does — a weakness, and a bad one. It is an 
odd tale, but there it ended so far as I am concerned. 
Come, sehor, take a cup of coffee, it is good.” 

Thapk you, no,” answered the sefior, “ I never drink 
coffee at night, it keeps me awake.” 

‘SSiill, I beg you to try ours, friend, we grow it our- 
selves and are jiroud of its flavour.” 

It is poison to me, 1 dare not,” he said. “ Hut pray 
tell me, do the gentlemen whom I have the litmour to see 
at table cultivate your plantations ?” 

Yes, yes, they cultivate the (loffee and (he cocoa, and 
other things also when they have a mind. I daresay you 
think them a rough-looking lot, but they are kind-hearted, 
ah ! so kind-hearted ; feeble as I am they treat mo like a 
fiither. Bah ! sefior, what is the good of hiding the truth 
from one of your discernment ? AVe do business of all 
sorts here, but the staple of it is smuggling rather than 
agriculture. 

The trade is not what it was, those sharks of customs 
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officers down on the coast there want so much to hold their > 
tongues, but still there are a few pickings. In the oldf 
times, when they did not ask questions, it was otherwise,' 
for then men of pluck were ready for anything from re- 
volution down to the stringing up of a coach-load of fat 
mercliaiits, but now is the day of small profits, and we 
must be thankful for whatever trifles Providence sends 
us.^’ 

‘SSnch as the two Americans who got drunk and killed 
each other, suggested the seflor, whose tongue was never 
of the most cautious. 

Instantly Don Pedro’s face changed, the sham geniality 
born of drink went out of it, and was replaced by a hard 
and cunning look. 

‘^I am tired, seflor,” he said, as you must be also, 
and, if you will excuse me, I will light another cigar and 
take a nap in my hammock. Perhaps you will amuse 
yourself with the others, seflor, till you wish to go to 
rest.” Then rising, he bowed and walked somewhat un- 
steadily to the far end of the room. 

When Don Pedro had retired to his hammock, whither 
the Indian girl, Luisa, was summoned to swing him to 
sleep, I saw his son Jose and the Texan outcast. Smith, 
both of whom, like the rest of the company, were more or 
less drunk, come to the seflor and ask him to join in a 
game of cards. Guessing that their object was to make 
him show what cash he had about him, he also affected to 
be in liquor, and replied noisily that he had lost most of 
liis money in the shipwreck, and was, moreover, too full ol 
wine to play. 

Then you must have lost it on the road, friend,” said 
Don Jose, ^^for you forget that you made those sailors a 
present from a belt of gold which you wore about your 
middle. However, no gentleman sliall be forced to gamble 
in this house, so come and talk while the others have their 
little game.” 
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Yes, that will bo better," answered the seflor, and ho 
taggered to an empty chair, placed not far from the table 
.t which I remained, and was served with spirits and 
cigars. Here he sat watching tlio play, whicli was high, 
although the counters looked innocent enoiigli, — they were 
cocoa beans, — and listened to the conversation of the gam* 
biers, in whicli he joined from time to time. 

The talk was not good to licar, for as these wretches 
grew more drunken, they began to boast of their past ex- 
ploits in various parts of the country. One man told how 
he had kidnapped and tortured an Indian wlio had offended 
him ; another, how he had murdered a woman of wlioni he 
was jealous ; and the third, of the successful robbing of a 
coach-load of travellers, and their subsequent butchery by 
the driving of the coach over the edge of a precipice. All 
these stories, however, were as milk to brandy compared to 
tlioso that Don Smith, the Americano, growing confiden- 
tial in his cups, poured forth one after the other, till the 
seflor, unable to bear them any longer, affected to sink 
into a tipsy doze. 

All this while I sat at the little table where my dinner 
had been served, saying nothing, for none spoke to me, 
but within hearing of everything that passed. There I sat 
quiet, my arms folded on my breast, listening attentively 
to the tales of outrage, wrong, and murder practised by 
these wicked ones upon my countrymen. 

To them I was only a member of a despised and hated 
race, admitted to their company on sufferriiice in order that 
1 might be robbed and murdered in due course, but in my 
heart I looked on them with loathing and contempt, and 
felt far above them as the stars, while I watched and 
wondered how long the great God would suffer his world 
to be outraged by their presence. 

Some such thoughts seemed to strike others of that com- 
pany, for presently Don Smith called out, — 
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^^Look at that Indian rascal, friend, he is proud as a. 
turkey-cock in springtime : why, he reminds me of th/ 
figure of the king in that ruin where we laid up last year 
waiting for the seflora and her party. You remember the 
sefiora, don^t you, Jose ? I can hear her squeaks now," 
— and he laughed brutally, and added, “ Come, king, have 
a drink." 

(} meins, sefior," I answered, I have drunk." 

I'licn smoke a cigar, 0 king." 

Gracias, sefior, 1 do not smoke to-night." 

My lord earique of all the Indians won’t drink and 
won^t smoke," said Don Smith, so wc will offer him in- 
cense," — and, taking a plate, he filled it with dry tobacco 
and cigarette-paper, to which he set fire. Tlien he placed 
the plate on the table before me, so that the fumes of the 
tobacco rose into the air about my head. 

There, now lie looks like a real god," said the Ameru 
cam, clapping his hands; ^^I say, Jose, let us make a 
sacrifice to him. There is the girl who ran away last week, 
and whom we caught with the dogs " 

No, no, comrade," broke in Jos6, ^^none of your jokes 
to-night, you forget that wc have a visitor. Not but what 
I should like to sacrifice this old demonio of an Indian to 
himself," ho added, in an outburst of drunken fury. 

Curse him ! he insulted me and my father and mother, 
yonder on board the ship." 

** And arc you going to put up with that from this 
wooden Indian god ? Why, if I were in your place, by now 
I would have filled him as full of holes as a coffee-roaster^ 
just to let the lies out." 

‘^That’s what I want to do," said Jose, gnashing his 
teeth, he has insulted me and threatened me, and ought 
to pay for it, the black thief," and, drawing a large knife, 
he flourished it in my face. 

I did not shrink from it ; I did not so much as suffer my 
cj’clids to tremble, though the steel flashed within an inch 




J did not so much as sulfei* my eyelids to teemble. 
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Spl them, for I knew that if once I showed fear he would 
strike. Therefore I said calmly : • 

• You are pleased to jest, seflor, and your jests are some- 
what rude, but I pass them by, for I know that you cannot 
harm me because I am your guest, and tliose who kill a 
guest are not gentlemen, but murderers, which the high- 
born Don Jose Moreno could never be/’ 

Stick the pig, Jose,” said Smith, he is insulting you 
again. It will save you trouble afterwards.” 

Then, as Don Jose again advanced upon me with the 
knife, of a sudden the sefior sprang up from his chair and 
stood between us. 

Come, friend,” he said, a joke is a joke, but you are 
carrying this too far, according to your custom,” and, seiz- 
ing the man by the shoulders, he put out all his great 
strength, and swung him back with such force that, strik- 
ing against the long table with his thighs, he rolled on to 
and over it, falling heavily to the ground upon the farther 
side, whence he rose cursing with rage. 

By now, Don Pedro, who had wakened or affected to 
waken from his sleep, thought that the time had come to 
interfere. 

Peace, little ones, peace ! ” he cried sleepily from his 
hammock. Kemember that the men are guests, and cease 
brawling. Let them go to bed, it is time for them to go to 
bed, and they need rest ; by to-morrow your differences 
will be healed up for ever.” 

I take the hint,” said the seflor, with forced gaiety. 

Come, Ignatio, let us sleep off our host’s good wine. Gen- 
tlemen, sweet dreams to you,” and he walked across the 
hall, followed by myself. 

At the door I turned my head and looked back. Every 
man in the room was watching us intently, and it seemed 
to me that the drunkenness had passed from their faces, 
scared away by, a sense of some great wickedness about to 
be worked. Don Smith was whispering into the ear of 
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Jose, who still held the knife in his hand, but the rest we 
staring at us as people stare at men passing to the scaffold. 

Even Don Pedro, wide awake now, sat up in his ham- 
mock and peered with his horny eyes, while the Indian 
girl, Luisa, lier hand upon the cord, watched our depart- 
ure with some such face as mourners watch the out-bear- 
ing of a corpse. All this 1 noted in a moment as I crossed 
the threshold and went forward down the passage, and as I 
went I shivered, for the scene was uncanny and fateful. 

Presently we were in the abbot’s chamber, our sleejung- 
place, and had locked the door behind us. Near the wash- 
stand, on which bunied a single candle set in the neck of a 
bottle, sat Molas, his face buried in his hands. 

‘^Ilave they brought you no supper, that you look so 
sad ? ” asked the seflor. 

“The woman, Luisa, gave me to eat,” he whispered. 
“ Listen, lord, and you, Sefior Strickland, our fears are 
well founded ; there is a plot to murder us to-night, of this 
the woman is sure, for she heard some words pass between 
Don Pedro and a white man called Smith ; also she saw 
one of the half-breeds fetch spades from the garden and 
place them in readiness, which spades are to be used in 
tlic hollowing of our graves beneath this floor.” 

Now wlieu Ave heard this our hearts sank, for it was ter- 
rible to think that wo were doomed Avithin a fcAV hours to 
He beneath the ground whereon our liAung feet Averc rest- 
ing. Yet, if these assassins were determined upon our 
slaughter, our fate seemed certain, seeing that we had 
only knives Avherewith to defend ourselves, for, though we 
had saved the pistols and some powder in a flask, the damp 
had reached the latter during the shipAvreck, so that it 
could not be relied upon. 

“I am afraid that we have been too venturesome in 
coming here,” I said, *^and that unless we can escape at 
once we must bo prepared to pay the price of our folly 
with our lives.” 
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Do not be downcast, lord,” answered Molas, for you 
have not heard all the tale. The woman has shown m’b a 
means whereby you can save yourselves from death, at any 
rate for to-night. Come here,” and, leading us across the 
room, he knelt upon the floor at a si)ot almost opposite the 
picture of tlie abbot, and pressed on a panel in the low 
wainscoting of cedar^wood with which the wall was clothed 
to a heiglit of about three feet. 

The panel slid aside, leaving a space barely large enough 
for a man to pass. Through this oi)ening we crept one by 
one, and doscended four narrow steps, to find ourselves in 
a cliamber hollowed out of the foundations of the wall, so 
small that there was only just room for the three of us to 
stand in it, our heads being some inches above the level of 
the floor. 

And here I may tell you, Seflor Jones, that, though I 
have never shown it to you, this place still exists, as you 
may discover by searching tlie wainscoting. For many 
years I have used it for the safe keeping of papers and 
valuables. There, by the way, you will find tliat emerald 
which I showed you on the first night of our meeting. 
What the purpose of this chamber was in the time of the 
abbots I do not know, and perhaps it is as well not to in- 
quire, though they also may have used it to store tlieir 
wealth. 

How can we save ourselves by crouching here like rats 
in a drain ? ” I asked of Molas. Doubtle m the secret of 
the hiding-place is known to those who live in the house, 
and they will drag us out and butcher us.” 

The woman Luisa says that it is known to none except 
herself, lord, for she declares that not two months ago she 
discovered it for the first time by the accident of the broom 
with which she was sweeping the floor striking against the 
springs of the panel. Now let us come out for a while, 
for it IS not yet eleven o^clock, and she says that there 
will be no danger till after midnight,” 
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Has she any plan for our escape ?” I asked. 

^She has a plan, though she is doubtful of its success, > 
When the murderers have been, and found us gone, th^j* 
will think either that we are wizards or that we have made 
our way out of the house, and will search no more till , 
dawn. Meanwhile, if she can, Luisa will return, and, en- 
tering tlie chamber by the secret entrance, will lead us to ' 
the chapel, whence she thinks that we may fly into the, 
forest.” 

Where is tliis secret entrance, Molas ? ” 

I do not know, lord ; she had no time to tell me, but 
tlio murderers will come by it. She did tell me, however, 
that she believes that a man and a woman are imprisoned 
near the chapel, though she knows nothing of them and 
never visits the place, because the Indians deem it to be 
haunted. Doubtless these two arc Zibalbay and his 
daughter, so that if you live to come so far, you may find 
them there and speak with them.” 

Why do you say ^ if you, live,^ Molas ?” 

Because 1 think, lord, that then I shall be already 
dead ; at least, death waits on me.” 

What do you mean ?” asked the seflor. 

I will tell you. After the woman Luisa had gone I 
ate the food she brought me and drank some wine. Then 
I think that I fell asleep, for when I awoke the candle had 
burned -out and I was in darkness. Hastily I tume<l to 
searcli for another candle that I had placed by the bottle, 
and was about to make fire when something drew my ey^s, 
causing me to look up. 

‘^This was what I saw : at the far end of the chamber, 
enclosed in a film of such pale light as is given by the glow- 
fly, stood the figure of a man, and that man myself, dressed 
as I am now. There I stood surrounded by faint fire ; and 
though the face was the face of a dead man, yet the hand 
was not dead, for it beckoned towards me through the 
darkness. 
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I saw, and the oold sweat of fear broke out upon 
me, 10 that I could scarcely light the candle which I held. 

^ At length, however, it burned brightly, and, holding it over 
my head, I walked towards tho spot where 1 had seen the 
shadow, only to find that it was gone.’^ 

in other words, that you had slept off your indiges- 
tion,^^ said the seflor. I congratulate you on getting rid 
of it^so soon.” 

It is easy to mock,” answered Molas, ^^but that which 
•I have soeii, I have seen, and 1 know that it portends my 
death. AVell, so be it ; I am not yet old, but I have lived 
long enough ajid now it is time to go. May ileavcii have 
mercy on my sins, and ilius let it hi*.” 

After this the sefior and I strove to reason him out of his 
folly, but in vain, nor, in fact, was it altogetlier a folly, see- 
ing that Molas was doomed to die upon the morrow ; though 
whethej* the vision that he saw came to warn him of his 
fate, or was but a dream, it is not for me to say. 

Presently we ceased talking of ghosts and omens, for wo 
must look to oUrowirbodiesand the necessities of the hour. 
Some minutes liefore midnight we extinguished the light, 
and, creeping one by one through the hole in tho i)anelling, 
we closed it behind us and took our stand in the little 
dungeon. Here the- darkness was awful, and as tho 
warmth of tho wine that we had drunk ])asscd from our 
veins, fears gathered thick upon us and opjircssed our 
souls. Those liours on the sinking ship had been evil, but 
whal were they cornpai’od to this ? 

Deep us was the silence, yet there were noises in it, 
strange creaks and flutterings that thrilled our marrows. 
We prayed till we were weary,* then for my part I tried to 
doze, only to find that at such a time slccj) was worse than 
waking, for my imagination peopled it with visions till it 
seemed to me that all the painted horrors on the walls of 
the chamber took life, and enacted themselves before my 
eyes. 
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I heard the groaning of the martyrs, and the cruel jeers 
of ttiose who watcjhed their agony, urged on by the hard- 
faced abbot, whose picture hung above us. Then th^ 
vision changed and I seemed to see the tragedy of the two 
Americans, of whose fate the seflor had told me and whose 
blood still stained the floor. The darkness opened as it 
were, and T saw the beds on which thei were sleeping 
heavily, stalwart men in the prime of life. » 

Then appeared figures standing over th||n, Don Pedro, 
Don Jose, and others, while from the shadows behind 
peeped the wicked face of their countryman, Don Smith. 
Tlie bed-clothes were twitched away and oiuje more all was 
black, but in the darkness I heard a sound of blows and 
groaning, of the hurrying feet of murderers, and the clink- 
ing of bags of money stolen from the dead men. Now the 
seflor touched me and I woke with a start. 

llark,^^ he whispered into my ear, I hear men creep- 
ing about the room.^^ 

“ For the love of God, be silent, I answered, gripping 
his hand. 


CHAPTER IX 

THE DUEL 

Now WO placed our ears against the panelling and listened. 
First we heard creaks that were loud in the stillness, then 
soft heavy noises such as are made by a cat when it jumps 
from a height to the ground, and a gentle rubbing as of 
stockinged feet upon the floor. After this for some sec- 
onds came silence that presently was broken by the clink 
of steel, and the sound of heavy blows delivered upon a 
soft substance with swords and kiwes. -The murderers 
were driving their weapons through the bed-clothes, think- 
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ing that we slept beneath them. Next we lieard whisper- 
ings and muttered oaths, then a voice, Don Jose’s, said^ 

. “ Be careful, the beds are empty. ’’ 

Another insbint and candles were lil, for their light 
reached us tlirough small peep-holes in tlie panel, and by 
putting our eyes to these we could see what passed in the 
. room. There before us we beheld Don Jose, Don Smith, 
and four of their companions, all armed with knives or 
warheies^ while, framed, as it were in the wall, in the 
place that had been occupied by the picture of the abbot, 
stood our host, Don Pedro, holding a candle above his 
head, and gfaring with his lish-like eyes into every corner 
of the room. 

“ Where are they ? ” he said. Where are the wizsirds ? 
Find them (piick and kill them.*^ 

Now the men run to and fro about the chamber, drag- 
ging aside the beds and staring at the pictures on the wall 
as though they expected to see us tliere. . 

They are gone, said Jose at length, ^^that Indian, 
Ignatio, has conjured them away. He is a ihnumio ami not 
a man ; 1 thought it from the first.*’ 

Impossible ! cried Don Pedro, who was white with 
rage and fear. The door lias bocm watched ever since 
.they entered it, and no living thing could force tliose bars. 
Search, search, they must be hidden.” 

Search yourself ,” answered Don Smitli sullenly, ^^they 
are not here. Perhaps they discovered tlie trick of the 
picture and escaped down the piissages to the’cliapel.” 

It cannot be,” said Don Pedro again, for Just now I 
was in the chapel and saw no signs of tliem. We have some 
traitor among us who has led them from the house ; by 
Heaven, if I find him out ” and he uttered a fearful oath. 

Shall we bring the dogs ? ” asked Jose, — and I trembled 
at his words : “ they rniglit smell their footing.” 

Pool, what is the use of dogs in a place where all of you 
have been tramping ? ” answered the fatlier. To-morrow 

K 
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at dawn we will try them outside, for these men must bo 
f oitrid and killed, or we are ruined. Already the authorities 
suspect us because of the disappearance of the two Ameri- 
canos, and they will send soldiers from Vera Cruz to shoot 
us down, for without doubt this hnjlvse is rich and power- 
ful. It is certain that they are not here, but perhaps they 
arc hidilen elsewhere in the building. Come, let us search 
tlie passages and the roof/’ and he vanished into the wall, 
followed by the others, leaving the chamber as dark and 
silent as it had been before their coming. 

For a while the danger had passed, and we pressed each 
other's hands in gratitude, for to speak or even to whisper 
we did not dare. Ten minutes or more went by, when once 
again we heard sounds, and a light appeared in the room, 
borne in the hand of Uou Pedro, who was accompanied by 
his son, Don Jose. 

“ They liave vanished,” said the old man, “ the devil 
their master knows how. Well, to-morrow we must hunt 
them out if possible, till then nothing can be done. You 
were a fool to bring them here, Jose. Have I not told you 
that no money should tempt me to have more to do with 
the death of white men ?” 

I did it for revenge, not money,” answered Jos6. 

^•A nice revenge,” said his father, ^^a revenge that is 
likely to cost us all our lives, even in this country. I tell 
you that, if they are not found to-morrow and silenced, I 
shall letive this place and travel into the interior, where 
no law can follow us, for I do not wish to be shot down 
like a dog. 

Listen, Jose, bid those rascals to give up the search 
and go to bed, it is useless. Then do you come quietly to 
my room, and wo will visit the Indian and his daughter. 
If we are to screw their secret out of them, it must be 
done to-night, for, like a fool, I told that Englishman the 
story when the wine was in me, thinking that he would 
never live to repeat it,” ’ 
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'' Yes, yes, it must be to-night, for to-morrow we may 
have to fly. But what if the brutes won't speak, fathes ? ” 
• “ We will find means to make thoni," answered the old 
man with a hideous chuckle ; but whether they speak or 

not, they must be silenced afterwards " and he drew 

his hand across his throat, adding, “ Come.” 

An hour passed ’wliile we stood in the hole tvenibling 
with excitement, liope, and fear, and then once more wo 
heiiril footfalls, followed presently by the sound of a voice 
wliispering on the further side of the panel. 

^•Are*you there, lord?” the whisper said. ''It is I, 
Luisa.” 

Yes,” I answered. 

Now she touched the spring and opened the panel. 

Listen,” she said, "they have gone to sleep all of 
them, but before dawn tliey wdll 1)0 up again to search for 
you far and wide. Therefore you must do one of two 
things ; lie hid here, perhaps for days, or take your chance 
of escape at once.” 

" How can we escape ?” I asked. 

" There is but one way, lord, through tlie chapel. Tho 
door into it is locked, but T can show you a place from 
whicli the jiriests used to watcli those below, and thence, if 
you are brave, you can drop to tho ground beneath, for 
tlie lioight is not great. Once there, you can escape into 
the garden through the window over the altar, which is 
broken, as I liave seen from without, though to do so, 
perhai)s, you will have to climb upon each other's shoulders. 
Then you must fly as swiftly as you can by the light of the 
moon, which has risen. The dogs have been gorged and 
tied up, so, if the Heart is your friend, you may yet go 
unharmed.” 

Now I spoke to tlie seflor, saying ; 

"Although the woman does not know it, I think it 
likely that we shall find company in th's chapel, seeing 
that the Indian and his daughter are imprisoned there. 
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where Don Pedro and Jose have gone to visit them. The 
risl^iis great, shall we take it ?" 

Yes,” answered the sefior after a moment's thought*, 

for it is better to take a risk than to perish by inches in 
this hole of starvation, or perhaps to be discovered and 
murdered in cold blood. Also we have travelled far and 
undergone mucli to lind tliis Indian, and if we lose our 
chance of doing so, we may get no other.” 

What do you say, Molas ? ” I asked. 

I say that the words of tlie sefior are wise, also that it 
matters little to me wliat we do, since wdiether I turn to 
left or riglit death waits me on my paili.” 

Now one by one we climbed through the false panel, and 
by the light of tlic moon Luisa led us across the chamber 
to the spot between the beds, where hangs the picture of 
the abbot, wliich picture, that is painted on a slab of wood, 
proved to be only a cunningly devised dooi* constructed to 
swing upon a pivot. 

Placing her knee on the threshold of the secret door, 
Luisa scrambled into the passage beyond. When the ^’est 
of us stood by lier side, she closed the panel, and, bidding 
us cling to one another and be silent, she took mo by the 
hand and guided us through some pfissages till at length 
she whispered : 

Bo cautious now, for we come to the place whence you 
must drop into the chapel, and there is a stairway to your 
right.” 

We passed the stairway and turned a corner, Luisa still 
leading. 

Next instant slie staggered back into my arms, murmur- 
ing, ^‘Mother of Heaven ! the ghosts ! the ghosts I” In- 
deed, had I not held her she w^ould have fled. Still grasp- 
ing her hand, I pushed forw^ard to find myself standing in 
a small recess — the one I showed you, Sefior Jones — that 
was placed about ten feet above the fioor of the chapel, 
and, like other places in this house, so arranged that the 
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abbot or monk in authority, without being seen himself, 
could see and hear all that passed beneath him. • 

• Of one thing I am sure, tliat during all tlie generations 
that are gone no monk watching here ever saw a stranger 
sight than that which met iny eyes. The chancel of the 
cliapel was lit up by sliafts of brilliant moonlight that 
poured through the broken window, and by a lamp which 
stood u])oii the stone altar. AVithin the (urclc of strong 
light tlirown by this lamp were four people, namely, Don 
Pedro, his son Don Jose, an old Indian, and a girl. 

On either side of the altar then, sis now, rose two carven 
pilhirs of mjiotii wood, the toi)s of which were fsishioned 
into the ligures of angels, and to these columns the old In- 
dian and the woman were tied, one to each c-oluinn, their 
hands being joined together at the back of the pillars in 
such a injinnor as to render them absolutely helpless. My 
eyes rested lirst upon the woman, who was nearest to me, 
and seeing her, oven as she was then, dishevelled, worn 
with pain and hunger, her proud fac;e distorted by agony 
of mind and injpotent rage, I no longer wondered that both 
Molas and Don Pedro liad raved about her beauty. 

She was an Indian, but such an Indian as I had never 
known before, for in colour she was almost white, and her 
dark and waving hair hung in masses to her knees. Her 
fa(j(.* was oval and small -featured, and in it shone a ]»air of 
wgiiderful dark-blue eyes, while the clinging white robe 
she wore revealed the loveliness of her tall and delicate 
shape. * 

Bad as was the girl’s plight, that of the old man her 
father, who was none other than the Zibalbay W(j had come 
to seek, seemed even worse. As Molas had describesd him, 
he was thin and very tall, with white hair and b(?ard, wild 
and hawk-like eyes, and aquiline features, nor had Don 
Pedro spoken more than the truth when he said that he 
looked like a king. His robe had been torn from him, 
leaving him half naked, and on his forehead, breast, and 
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arms were blood and bruises wliich clearly had been caused 
by 1^4 riding-whip that lay broken at his feet. 

It was not difficult to guess who had broken it, for in 
front of the old man, breathing heavily and wijiing the 
perspiration from his brow, stood Don Jose. 

This mule won’t stir,^^ he said to his father in Span- 
ish ; ask tlic girl, it must wake her up to see the old man 
knocked about.” 

Then Don Pedro slipped off the altar rail upon which he 
had been seated, and, advancing to the woman, he peered at 
her with his leaden eyes : 

My dear,” he said to her in the Maya language, this 
sight must grieve you. Put an end to it then by telling 
us of that place where so much gold is hidden.” 

As with my last breath, daughter,” broke in Zibalbay, 
“ I command you to say nothing, no, not if you see them 
murder me by inches before your eyes.” 

Silence, you dog,” said Don Jose, striking him across 
the lips with his hand. 

Oh ! that I were free to avenge you I ” gasped the girl 
as she strained and tore at the ropes which held her. 

‘"Don’t be in a hurry, my love,” sneered Don Jos 6 , 

wait a while and you will have yourself to avenge as well 
as your father. If he won’t speak I think we can find a 
Avay to make you talk, only I do not want to be rough with 
you unless I am forced to it. You are too pretty, much 
too pretty.” 

The girl shivered, gasping with fear and hate, and was 
silent. 

^MVhat shall we try him with now?” he went on, ad- 
dressing Don Pedro ; ‘^hot steel or cold ? Make up your 
mind, for I am growing tired. Well, if you won’t, just 
hand me that machete, will you ? Now, friend,” he said, 
addressing the Indian, ^^for the last time I ask you to tell 
us where is that temple full of gold, of which you spoke to 
your daughter in my father’s hearing ? ” 




' Oh ! that I were free to avenge you ' ' 
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‘‘There is no sucli phice, white man/' ho answered 
sullenly. • 

• “ Imleod, friend ! Then will you explain where you 
found those little ingots, which we captured from the 
I?ulijin who had been visiting you, and whence came this 
machete? 4 Uid he pointed to the weapon in his hand. 

It was a s\^rd of great beauty, as I t;ould si‘e even from 
where we stood, made not of steel, but of liardenod copper, 
and having for a handle a female ligure with outstretched 
arms fashioned in solid gold. 

“The machete was given tome by a friend,'* said the 
Indian, “ t do not know where he got it.*' 

“ Iteally," answered dose with a brutal laugh, “ ]>erha])8 
you will remember presently. Here, fatluT, warm the 
point of the machete in the lamj), will you. while 1 tell our 
guest how we are going to servt* him and his daughter.'' 

Don Pedro nodded, and, taking the sword, he held the 
tip of it over the flame, while dose bending forward whis- 
pered into the Indian’s ear, pointing from time to time to 
tlie girl, who, overcome with faintness or horror, had sunk 
to the ground, where she was huddh^d in a luja]) half hid- 
den by the masses of her hair. 

“Are you white men then devils?” said the old man 
at length, with a groan that seemed to burst from the bot- 
tom of his heart, “and is there no law or justice among 
you ?” 

“Not at all, friend,'’ answered dose, “we are good fellows 
enoiigli, but times are hard and we must iTve. As for the 
rest, we ilon't trouble over niueh about law in these parts, 
and I never Inward that unbaptised Indian dogs have juiy 
right to justice. Now, once more, will yon guide us to the 
place whence that gold came, leaving your danght<jr here 
as hostage for our safety ?" 

“ Never I ” cried the Indian, “ bettor that wo two should 
perish a hundred times, than that the aiuiient secrets of 
my people should pass to such as you.” 
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So you have secrets after all ! Father, is the sword 
hot/'” asked Jose. 

*^One minute more, son,” said the old man, quietly, 
turning the point in the flame. 

This was the scene that we witnessed, and tl)cse were the 
words that astonished our ears, 

^^It is time to interfere,” muttered the sefior, and, plac- 
ing his hand upon the rail, he prepared to drop into the 
church. 

Now a thouglit struck me, and I drew him back to the 
passage. 

“ Fei’haps the door is open,” I said. 

Are you going in there ? ” asked the girl Luisa. 

'^Certainly,” 1 replied ; “we must rescue these people, 
or die with them.” 

^^IMien, seflors, farewell, I have done all I can for you, 
and now the saints must be your guide, for if I am seen 
they will kill me, and I have a child for whose sake I 
desire to live. Again, farewell,” and she glided away like 
a shadow. 

Wo crept forward down the stair. At the foot of it was 
a little door, which, as wo had hoped, stood ajar. For 
a moment we consulted together, then we crawled on 
tlirough the gloom towards the ring of light about the 
altar. Now Jose had tlie licated sword in his hand. 

“Look nj), my dear, look 14^,” he said to the girl, pat- 
ting lior on tlie cheek. I am about to baptize your excel- 
lent father according to the rites of the Christian religion, 
by marking him with a cross upon the forehead,” and he 
advanced the glowing point of the sword towards the 
Indian\s face. 

At that instant Molas pinned him from behind, causing 
liim to drop the weapon, while I did the same office by 
Don Pedro, holding him so that, struggle q,s he might, he 
could not stir. 
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'‘Make a sound, either of you, and you are dead,^^ said 
the seflor, picking up the machete and placing itsjiot 
point against Jose’s breast, where it slowly burnt its way 
through his clothes. 

What are we to do with these men he asked. 

“ Kill them as they would have killed us,^^ answered 
Molas; “or, if-jou fear the task, cut loose tlie old man 
yonder and let him avenge his own and his daughter’s 
wrongs.^' 

“ Wliat say you, Ignat io ?” 

“I seek no man's blood, but for our own safety it is well 
that these wretches should die. Away witli them ! ’’ 

TCow Don Pedro bi^gan to bleat inarticulately in liis 
terror, and tliat hero, Jose, burst into tears and pleaded 
for liis life, writhing with pain tlic while, for the point of 
the sword scorched him. 

“You are an English gentleman, he groaned, “you 
cannot butcher a helpless man as though ho were an ox.” 

“ As you tried to butcher us in the chamber yonder, — us, 
who saved your life,” answered the seflor. “Still, you are 
right, I cannot do it because, as you say, i am a gentle- 
man. Molas, loose this dog, and if lie tries to run, put 
your knife through liiiii. Jose Moreno, you have a sword 
liv your side, and I hold one in my hand ; I will not mur- 
der you, hut we have a quarrel, and we will settle it here 
and now.” 

“ You are mad, seflor,” I said, “ to risk your life thus, 
I mwidf will kill him rather than it should he so.” 

“Will you fight if 1 loose you, Jose Moreno?” he 
asked, making me no answer, “ or will you be killed where 
you stand ? ” 

“ I will fight,” he replied. 

“flood. Let him free, Molas, and be ready with vour 
knife. 

“I command. you,” I began, but already the man was 
loose and the seiior stood waiting for him, his back to the 
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door, and grasping thc^ Indian machete liandlcd with the 
goUen woman. 

Now Joso glanced round as though he sought a means ef 
escape, but there was none, for in front Avas the machete 
and behind was the knife of Mohis. For some seconds — ten 
perhaps — they stood facing eacli other in th‘>»*ring of the 
lamp-light, wliilst the moonbeams played faintly about 
tlieir heads. We watched i;i utter silence, the Indian girl 
shaking the long hair from her face, and leaning forward 
as far as her bonds would allow, that she might see this 
battle to the death between him who had insulted and tor- 
mented her, and the noble-looking Avhito man who had ap- 
pearcj] out of the gloom to bring her deliverance. 

It was a strange scene, for the contrast of light and 
darkness, or of good ami evil, is not greater than was that 
of these two men, and what made it stranger were the place 
and hour. Wehind them was the half-lit emptiness of the 
descu’ted chaj)ol, before them stood the holy crucilix and 
the desecrated altar of God, and beneath their feet lay the 
bones of the forgotten dead, whose spirits mayha]> wore 
watcliing them from the shadows as earnestly as did our 
living eyes. Yes, that midnight scene of death and ven- 
geance enacted in the House of Feace was very strange, and 
even now it thrills my blood to think of it. 

From the moment that I saw them fronting each other, 
my fears for the issue vanished. A'^ictory wfis written on 
the calm features of the seftor, and more especially in his 
large blue eyes, that of a smldeii had grown stern as those 
of a?i avenging angel, while the fa('c of dose told only of 
baffled fury struggling with bottomless despair. He was 
about to die, and the terror of apj)roachiug death unnerved 
him. 

Still it was ho who struck the first, for, stepping forward, 
lie aimed a desperate blow at the seflor s head, wJio, spring- 
ing asid(\ avoided it, and in return ran him through the left 
arm. With a cry of pain, the Mexican sprang back, fol- 
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lowed by the seuor, at whom lie cut from time to time, 
but without result, for every blow was parried. ^ 

. Now' they w’erc within the altar rails, and now his back 
jvas a«:ainst one of the carved pillars of mfoia wood, — that 
to which the ^^irl was tied. Further ho could not fly, but 
stayed theHVv laying about liim wildly, so that the woman 
at the other tide of the pillar crouched upon the ground 
lo avoiil the sweep of his sw'ord. 

Then the end caino, for the seflor, wdio w'as waiting liis 
chance, drew suddenly wdihiii reacdi, only to step back so 
that the furious blow aimed at his head struck with a ring- 
ing sound upon the marble lloor, where the mark of it may 
yet be seen. Bet<)ro Don Jose, wliost^ arm was numbed by 
the shock, could lift the sword again, the S(*fior ran in, 
ainl for iJie second time thrust w'itli all his strength. Hut 
now tho aim w'as truer, for liis warhcle pierced the Mexi- 
can through the heart, so tliat he fell down and died there 
ii])on the altar step. 

N'ow I must tell of my ow'u folly that went near to ])ring- 
ing us all to death. You will remcinbor that I was holding 
Don Pedro, and how it came about I know' not, but in my 
joy and agitation f slackc-d my grip, so tliat wdtii a sudden 
twist be was able to tear himself from my liaiids, and in a 
twinkling of an eye w’as gmie. 

1 hounded after him, hut too late, for as I reached tho 
door it was slanimed in my face, nor could I open it, for 
on the cliapol side w ere neitljor key nor handle. 

K!y,^’ I eried, rushing back to the alL'y, ^*he has es- 
caped, and will prosontly be hero with the rest.^^ 

The .<5eflo.’ had seen, and already was engaged in sever- 
ing with his sword tho rope that bound tl)e girl, while 
Molas cut loose her father. Now I leapt upon the altar — 
may the sacrilege be forgiven to my need — and, springing 
at the stonework of the broken window, I made shift to 
pull myself up w'ith the lielpof Molas pushing from below. 
Seated uf)on the window ledge I leaned down, and catch- 
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ing the Indian Zibalbay by the wrists, for he was too stiff 
to leap, with great efforts 1 dragged him to me, and bade 
him drop witliout fear to the ground, which was not more 
than ten feet below us. Next came his daughter, then 
Heflor, and last of all, Molas, so that within three minutes 
from the cs(;upe of Don Pedro we stood n;>lriirt outside 
the chaj)el among the bushes of a garden.* 

Wliere to now ? ” I asked, for the place was strange to 
me. 

The girl, Maya, looked round her, tlien she glanced up 
at the heavens. 

Follow me,” she said, I know a wjiy,” and started 
down the garden at a run. 

Presently we came to a wall the height of a man, beyond 
which was a thick hedge of aloes. Over the M^all we 
climbed, and through the idoes we burst a path, not with- 
out doing ourselves some hurt, — for the thorns were sharp, 
— to find ourselves in a milpa or corn-field. Here the girl 
stopped, again searching the stars, and at that moment wo 
hoard sounds of shouting, and, looking back, saw lights 
moving to and fro in the hacienda. 

must go forward or perish,” I said, Don Pedro 
has aroused his men.” 

Then she dashed into the milpa, and we followed her. 
There was no path, and the cornstalks, that stood high 
above us, caught our feet and shook the dew in showers 
upon our heads, till our clothes were filled with water like 
a sponge. Still we struggled on, one following the other, 
for fifteen minutes or more, till at length we were clear 
of the cultivated land and standing on the borders of the 
forest. 

“Halt,” I said, "Mvhere do we run to ? The road lies 
to the right, and by following it we may reach a town.” 

“To be arrested as murderers,” broke in the seflor. 
“You forget that Jose Moreno is dead, at my hands, and 
bis father will swear our lives away, or that at the best we 
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shall be thrown into prison. No, no, we must hide in the 
bush.” 

. Sirs,” said the old Indian, speakiTi" for the first time, 
i^jknow a secret place in the forest, an aiunent and 
ruin^^'limlding, where we may take refuge for a while if 
we can reath it. Hut first 1 ask, who are you 'i ” 

“ Von should know me, Ziball)ay,*’ said violas, seeing 
that I am the messenger whom you sent to search for him 
that you desire to find, the Lord and Ki'eper of the Heart,” 
and lie jjointed to me. 

** Are you tliat man asked the Indian. 

*• I am,” 1 answered, "‘and I have sutlered much to find 
you, but now is no time for talk ; guide us to this hidiug- 
jilace of yours, for our danger is great.^’ 

Then once more the girl to<»k the lead, and we plunged 
forward into the forest, often stumbling and falling in the 
darkness, till the dawn broke in the east, and the shout- 
ings of our pursuers died away. 


CIIAPITR X 
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For some few minutes we rested to recover our breath, 
then tve started forward again. In front went the girl, 
Miiya, our guide, whom the scflor led by the liand, while 
behind followed Zibalbay supported by Molas and myself. 
At first these two had run as quickly as the rest of us, but 
now all the fatigues and terrors that they had undergone 
took hold of them, so that from time tf) time they were 
forced to stop to rest. This was little Ut be wondered at, 
indeed, seeing that during five days they had eaten no solid 
food, for it IumI been Don Pedro’s purpose to starve their 
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secret out of them. Doubtless lie would have succeeded in 
tliiabdesigii, or in doing them to death, had it not been for 
a quantity of a certain preparation of the cAim leaf, mixed 
with pounded meat and other ingredients, which they cjir- 
ried with them. Zibalbay had the secret of tliLs^'Indian 
food, and by the help of it he and his daiightct had jour- 
neyed far across unpeopled wastes, for so ^vonderful are its 
propc^rties that a piece no larger than ii bullet will serve to 
stay a man’s stomach for twenty-four hours, even when his 
power is taxed by work or travel. On this nutriment they 
had sustained themselves to the amazement of their captor, 
who could not discover whence they drew their strength ; 
still it is a stimulant rather than a food, and so great was 
their craving to 1111 themselves, that as they ran they 
plucked cobs of the Indian corn and devoured them. 

Our path lay through a tropical forest so dense that, 
even when the sun shone, the gloom was that of twilight. 
Many sorts of huge and uncouth trees grew in it, whereof 
the boughs were starred with orchids and hung with trail- 
ing ferns, or in places with long festoons of grey Spanish 
moss that gave them a very strange and unnatural appear- 
ance. ITp these trees climbed creepers, some of them 
thicker than a man's thigh, and beneath them the ground 
Avas clothed with soft-wooded bush, or with vast brakes of 
a plant that in Mexico athiins a height of from ten to 
twelve feet, Avhicli tlic senor told me is cultivated in Eng- 
lish gardens under the name of Indian Shot. Slowly and 
Avilh much toil we forced a path through this mass of 
V(*getation. JVoav avc were creeping over the rotten trunks 
of fallen and fern-encumbered trees, now foot by foot Ave 
must make our AA^ay betAveen the stout stems of the Indian 
Shot, and now our clothes AAxre caught and our flesh was 
torn by the hook-like thorns and brambles, or our feet 
tripped in the roots of climbing plants. Jfo breath of air 
penetrated that measureless thicket, Avherpof the stagnant 
atmosphere, laden Avith the decay of ages, choked and al- 
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most overpowered us, causing the sweat to start from every 
pore. Above us, hiding the sky, liung masses of ffeep 
green foliage, beneath which we struggled on in the solemn 
and the silence that was broken only from time to 
time by^fc*>e gnintiiig of an ape, or by a distant crash, as 
some great tree, after centuries of life, fell with a noise like 
tliiiiidei- to the eaTth from whence it sprang. 

This forest that seemed so destitute of life was peopled 
by millions of insects, all of them venomous. (Jarrapataft, 
tiny grey, flics, wood-wasps, and ants bhw^k and red, tor- 
mented u^ wdtii tlieir bites and stings till we groaned 
aloud in misery, then, remembering our danger, pushed 
on again. 

'J'hus two hours and more passed, till, reaching a little 
stream that ran tlirougli a ravine in the forest, we ])aused 
to drink and to cool our fevered feet and hands. Zibalbay 
sank exhausted upon tlie bank, where I brouglit him water 
in my sombrero, while his daughter sat lierself down on a 
stone in the stream, suffering it to flow over her feet and 
iuiklcs, tliat by now Avere swollen with ant-bites and bleed- 
ing from the cuts of thorns and grasses. Presently she 
looked up, ami, seeing the Benor, who stood upon tlie bank 
talking to me, she invited him with a motion of her hand 
to scat himself beside her. 

AVlnit is your name, white man she asked. 

James Strickland, lady,'* 

“ James Strickland,^’ she repeated with some difficulty, 

I tiiank you, James Strickland, for rescuing my father 
from torment and mo from insult; and because of that 
deed, I, Maya of the Heart, whom many have servcKl, am 
your servant for ever.” 

Yon should thank my friend, Don Ignatio,” he said, 
pointing to me. 

For a few moments she looked at me searchingly, then 
replied, I thahk him also, but you I thank the most, for 
your hand rid me of that hateful man and saved us.” 

L 
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** It is early to return thanks, lady,” he said ; we are 
not out of danger yet,” 

I have little fear now that wo have escaped from that 
dreadful house,” she answered almost indifferently, iUsiuce 
our hiding-place is at hand. Also how can they^nd us in 
this forest ? Hark ! what was that ? ” 

As she spoke a faint and distant sound fell upon our 
ears, — such a sound as might have been made by a bell 
struck far away at night. 

That is liow they will find us,” he said, springing to 
bis feet. Do you hear, Ignatio ? Tlie dogs have hit 
our trail. Whicli way docs our road run now, lady ? ” 

Along the banks of tlie stream.” 

“ Then we must go forward in the water,”* said the 
seflor, ‘^it is our only chance, for the hounds cannot track 
us there.” 

Now we began to scramble down the bed of the stream 
as fast as the boulders and the weariness of Zibalbay would 
allow. Fortunately it was not a broad river, nor very 
deep, still sometimes we could scarcely stand in the rapids, 
and twice, not daring to set foot upon the bank, we were 
forced to swim the length of the pools, whicli we did in 
terror fearing lest they should be haunted by alligators. 
For something over an hour we followed the stream thus, 
till suddenly Maya halted, saying that if we would gain the 
building where they luwi dwelt, we must leave the water 
and plunge into the forest. By now we were exhausted, — 
indeed, unless he were carried, the old Indian, Zibalbay, 
could not have gone another mile ; so, notwithstanding 
the danger of setting foot upon the land, on learning that 
the place was near and that food was to be found in it, 
we hesitated no longer, but once more began to thread 
the bush. Not more than three hundred paces from the 
banks of the river we came upon a high mound densely 
overgrown with trees, between the boles of which appeared 
masses of cut stone. 
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** This is the place/’ gasped Zibalbay. Jjook, yonder 
above ns are the walls of the temple, and hero is the stair- 
way that led to it/’ and ho pointed to a long flight of 
crumbling stone steps, almost liiddcn in ferns and bushes, 
wliich stretched from the base of the pyramid to the an- 
cient Indian fane on its orcst. Up these steps we went with 
caution, for tlie oliinb was dangerous, Molas carrying Zi- 
balbay upon his broad back, since so weary was lie that the 
old Indian could mount them in no other fasliion. 

This staircase was built in three flights, the top flight, 
now’ almost entirely broken away, emerging on what once 
luul been a broad and splendid terrace, but to-day was a 
cliaos of stonework, in the crevices of whicdi grow bushes 
and even large trees. Over the liead of the stairway still 
stood a colossal arcli sculptured Avith the ligures of gods 
and beasts. Tliia andi was in the last stage of decay, — in- 
deed the crown of it, a mass of masonry that must have 
w’eighed between one and two hundred tons, bad been 
nearly separated from its supports by the action of time and 
rain, aided iierhaps ))y a shock f)f eartliqiiako, and hung 
threateningly over the top steps of the stair. In truth so 
slight w’ere the attachments Avhich remained bctw’ecn it and 
its supporting side columns and buttresses, that at first 
sight it seemed as tliougli it must fall at once. A closer 
examination shoAved, lioAveA’cr, that it was held in place by 
three or four great roots, Avhicli, springing from trees that 
grew upon the crown of tlio arch, in the course of years had 
thrust themselves deep into the crevices of tlie masonry of 
the massive pillars, and through tlieir foundations into the 
soil beneath. Beyond the arch, on the further side of the 
terrace, rose the ruined temple, a long single-storied build- 
ing with a flat roof whereon grow many shrubs and palms. 

Passing through the central doorAvay of this temple, 
Maya led us into a chamber decorated everywhere with 
serpents carved in stone, which had been occupied, and re- 
cently, for it was clean, and upon the floor were ashes and 
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bits of burnt wood. In the corner also lay a little pile of 
articles covered over with a aerape that Maya hastened to 
remove, revealing amongst other things an earthen cooking- 
pot, a copper axe of similar workmanship to the mgciwte 
with which the senor had killed Don Jose, two^curiously 
fasliioncd blow-pipes with a supply of poisoned darts, and, 
lastly, bags containing dried flesh, beaijs/ and cuca paste. 

All is safe,” she said ; “ now let us eat that we may be 
strong to meet danger.” 

While we were filling ourselves thankfully with the dried 
meat, the seiior spoke to me, saying he hoped that our 
pursuit had been abandoned. 

“ You can know little of these men to speak thus,” I 
answered ; they must hunt us down for their owji sakes, 
also Don l^edro will certainly seek to avenge the blood of 
his son. Our only hope is that the water will baffle the 
hounds, or that, if they strike the place where we left it, the 
heat of the day may have killed our scent. But I fear that 
this will not be so, since the ground is damp beneath the 
trees.” 

'J'lien Avhat do you propose to do ? ” he asked. Start 
on again, or stop here ?” 

Seflor, we must stop hero because we cannot travel 
fartli(»r, unless you would abandon the old man and his 
daughter. Moreover in the forest it would be easy to over- 
whelm us, but this place is hard to climb, and here at least we 
may die fighting. Let us make ready for the worst, seflor.” 

“ How are we to make ready,” he asked, when we have 
nothing to fight with except machetes and Indian blow- 
pi])es ? The powder in the pistol flasks is damp and the 
caps will miss fire, so that if we are attacked our death is 
certain.” 

“It seems so,” I answered, “yet if it pleases God we 
may live. Yonder lie stones in plenty ; let us pile them 
up beneath the archway, perhaps we can kill some of our 
foes by rolling them down the steps.” 



HO IV iXfOLAS DIED 


139 


This we did, then, while Maya watched us. At length the 
task was finished, and as wo turned to leave the hcaps»of 
ethnes, of a sudden we heard a dog baying down by the 
river, followed by a sound of men and horses fonung a path 
through the bush. For a while we stared at oatdi other in 
silence, then Molas said, *‘They are coming.” 

• “If so I wish would come quickly,” ansAvered the 
senor. 

Why, White Man ? Arc you afraid ” asked Maya. 
“Yes, very much,^^ he iiiusvvcred, with a little laugh, 
“ for the o<}ds arc heavy, and probably wi^ shall soon lie 
killed, that is, all the men among us will be killed. Jloes 
not the prospect frighten you ‘r* 

“Why should it,^^ she answered, with a shrug and a 
smile, “seeing that if it comes to tlio worst, I shall be 
killed also and spared a long journey homo V* 

“ How can you be sure of that, Lafly ? ” 

“ So,^’ she answered, holding a liny blow-pipe dart be- 
fore his eyes. “If I prick myself with this here — ” ami 
she touched the large vein in her ncek, “ in one miiiuto I 
shall be asleep, and in two I sliall be dead.*^ 

“ I understand ; but you talk of death very easily for 
one so young and beautiful.” 

“If so, senor, it is becau.se I have not found life too 
soft, nor ” — she added Avith a sigh — “do I knoAV Avhat de.s- 
tiny awaits me in the future ; but I do know that when we 
sleep upon the Heart of Heaven, avo sliall find pciiee if 
nothing more.” 

“ I hope so,” said the seftor. “ Look, hero they come,” 
and as he spoke a party of seven or eight men, three of 
them riding on mules, appeared at the foot of the mound, 
and, dismounting, picketed their animals to trees. 

“ Now for it,” said the seflor, rising and shaking nim- 
self like a dog that leaves the water. “I Avonder how 
many of us will be left alive when this sun sets.” 

As he spoke one of the men reached the foot of the stair- 
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way holding a great hound in a leash. For a moment the 
dog sniffed the stones, then, lifting his head, he bayed aloud, 
whereat the band shouted, for they knew that they had 
trapped us. Still for a while they did not advance, but, 
gathering themselves in a knot, they consulted together 
earnestly. We looked at each other in despair, for truly 
our case was desperate. Fly we coujd not, and we had 
no arms wherewith to fight, therefore it seemed certain 
that within some few minutes wo must lose our lives at the 
liands of tlicse murderers, if indeed tliey chose to kill us 
outright in mercy. The sefior hid his face in his hands 
for awliile, then lie looked up and said. 

Can we bargain wnth them, Ignatio 

^Mmi) 0 ssiblc,^^ I answered, *^what have we to give that 
they cannot take ? " 

“ Then there is nothing for it except to die as bravely as 
we may,” he answered. “This is tlio end of our search 
for the (roldcn City. The quest has not been a lucky one, 
Ignatio.” 

Now the old Indian, Zibalbay, who was (Touched upon 
tlie ground beside us, spoke for tlio first time, saying, 

“ Friends, wliy do you not fly ? Doubtless you can find 
a patli down the further side of the pyramid, and in the 
forest you may hide from these men.” 

“ How can wo II v,” answered the seElor, ‘Svhen you have 
no strength to walk a step ” 

1 am old and ready to die,” he answered ; leave mo 
liere, and be sure that when the time comes I shall know 
how to slip through the grasp of these villains. My daugh- 
ter, go you with them. You have the holy symbol, and 
should you escape aud prove this stranger to be the man 
whom we seek, lead him to our home that things may be- 
fall as they are fated.” 

‘4\'aec, my father,” said Maya, throwing her arms about 
his neck,, “togetlier w'e will live or perish. These seflors 
may go if it pleases them, but hero I stay with you.” 
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And so do I/^ said Molas, “ for I weary of flying from 
the death that dogs me. Also it is too late to tal^ of 
flight, for look, they are coming up the stair, the eight of 
them with Don Pedro and the Americano at their head.^' 

I looked ; it was true. Alretuly they had climbed half 
the steps of the first flight. 

“ Oh for some|;ifle8 ! groaned the sehor. 

It is useless to cry for what we have not/' I answered. 
‘‘ God can help us if lie wishes, and if Ife does not, we 
must bow ns to llis will.” 

Then there was silence, broken only by tlio voice of Zi- 
balbay, who, standing behind us, lifted his hands to heaven 
and i)rayed aloud to his gods to bring a vengeance upon our 
foes. Now w'c could see through the trees and bushes that 
the men w’erc beginning to climi) the seciond flight. 

“ Come, let ns do something/' said the sefior, and, run- 
ning to the i)iles of stones which we had ])ropared, ho 
called to us to help lii?n roll the Insiviest of them upon 
the enemy. This we did for awhile, but without effect, for 
the tree-trunks turned our iriiKsilcs ; moreover those against 
whom they were directed, taking cover at the sides of tlio 
stairw'ay, opened so sharp a fire on ns with their rifles, that 
in a few minutes w'o wore driven from the stone heaps and 
forced to retreat behind the shelter of the andi. 

Now they came on again, till presently they reached the 
foot of the third flight, ami paus<?d to take; breath. Then 
it w'as that Molas, seizing one of the Indian blow-pij)es, 
ran out on to the terrace, followTd by th i senor, though 
why the latter went I do not know, for he could not use 
this weapon. Before the men beneath wore awrare of their 
presence, Molas had set the blow-pipe to his lips and dis- 
charged the poisoned dart among them. As it chanced it 
struck the Texan Smith full in the throat. Watching 
round the corner of the arch, I saw him lift his hand to 
pull out the dart, then of a sudden he fell to the ground, 
and at that instant a storm of bullets swept through the 
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archway, aimed at Molas and the seflor as they fled back 
for Refuge. I saw Molas fall and the seflor stop to lift him 
to his feet, and, as he was in the very act, a patch of red ap- 
pear upon his face. Another moment and they were under 
cover. 

Are you hurt ? I asked of the seflor. 

^^No, no,"Mie answered; ^^my cheek ^was grazed by a 
bullet, that is all. Look to Molas, he is^shot in the side.” 

Leave me,” said Molas, ^Mt is nothing.” 

Then we were silent, only Maya sobbed a little as she 
strove to staunch the blood that flowed from the seflor's 
wound with cobwebs which she gathered from among the 
stones. * 

Do not trouble, lady,” ho said, with a sad smile, "^for 
soon there will be other wounds that cannot be dressed. 
What shall you do ? ” 

By way of answer she showed him the poisoned dart which 
she held in the hollow of her hand. 

I cannot advise you otherwise,” he said. Farewell, 
I am glad to have met you and I hope that we may meet 
again yonder,” and he glanced towards the sky. ^^Now 
you had best say good-bye to your father, for our time is 
short.” She nodded, went to the old man, Zibalbay, who 
stood silent, stroking his grey beard, and, putting her arms 
about his neck, she kissed him tenderly. 

Looking out carefully we saw that the men had dragged 
Don Smith to the side of the stairway, where some of them 
supported him while he died of the poison, and othera 
watched for a chance to shoot us should we show ourselvea 
upon the terrace. Presently he was dead, and, cursing us 
aloud, his companions commenced to mount the third 
flight with great caution, for they feared a snare. 

Is there nothing to be done to save our lives ? ” asked 
the seflor, in a heavy voice. 

There was no answer, but of a sudden Molas, who was 
standing with one hand pressed upon the wound in his 
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side and the other before his eyes, turned and ran into 
the chamber behind us, whence he reappeared carrying the 
copper axe. Then, without speaking, he climbed the 
masonry of the archway with great swiftness, till he stood 
with his feet in the crack beneath tlie crown of the arch, 
which you will remember was held in placic only by the 
► tough tree-roots, tjjat grew from it into the stonework of 
the buttresses. Supporting himself by a creeper with his 
left hand, with his right he struck blow after blow at the 
biggest of these roots, severing them one by one. Now we 
saw his purpose — to send two hundred tons of stonework 
thui^ering down the stairway upoji the heads of the mur- 
derers. 

By heaven ! that is an answer to my cpiestion,^^ said 
the sefior ; then he paused and added, ‘‘Come down, 
Molas ; if the arch falls, you will fall with it and bo 
crushed." 

“It matters little," he ajiswered ; “this is my doom 
day, that bullet has cut me inside and I bleed to death, and 
on this spot, as I have long feared, it is fated that I should 
die. Pray for my soul, and farewell." 

“ Fare you avcII, you gallant man," said the seflor. “ I 
have no axe or I would come with you." 

“Farewell, Molas, my brother, true servant of the 
Heart," I echoed ; “of this I am sure, that you shall not 
lose your reward." 

Now three of the roots were severed, bur^the fourth and 
largest, which was thicker than a man^s leg, remained, and 
at this Molas began to hew despairingly. 

“ Arc they near ? " he gasped, us the white chips flew. 

We peeped round the comer of the arch and saw that 
some seventy feet below us the band had halted on the slip- 
pery face of the pyramid, fearing they knew not what, for 
they heard the dull sound of the axe blows, but could not 
guess what it portended. One of their number was talking 
to Don Pedro, apparently urging something upon him to 
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which he did not agree, and in this way they wasted two 
mittutcs before at last the order was given to rush up the 
remaining steps and take the temple by storm. 

Two minutes — it was but a short time, yet it meant 
much, for only a third of the root remained unsevered, 
and the bark cracking and peeling showed how great was 
the strain upon it. ^ 

Quick," whispered the seflor, they come," — and as 
he spoke the handle of the axe broke and its head fell to 
the ground. 

Now if the root holds we are lost," I said. 

But it was not to be, for Molas still had his lieavy hunt- 
ing-knife, and witli this he hewed frantically at the wood. 
At the third cut it began to part, torn slowly asunder as 
though by the strength of a giant, and while it gave, the 
vast superincumbent mass of masonry, which it had helped 
to support for so many years, shifted a little with a grind- 
ing sound, then hung again. 

Come down, Molas, come down !" cried the sefior. 

But Molas would not. He struck one more blow, sever - 
ing the root, then with a shout of farewell, either through 
faintness or by design, he cast himself forward with out- 
stretclicd arms against the face of the wall, llis weight 
was little indeed, yet it seemed that it sufficed to turn the 
balance as dust turns a scale, for again the trembling mass 
moved perceptibly and the tall trees upon the top of it be- 
gan to nod as though beneath the sudden j)ressure of wind. 
Now it slid forward faster and faster, while sharp sounds 
like pistol-shots came from the heart of it, and the trees 
above bent like a rod beneath the rush of a fish. Now also 
for the first time the villains on the slope below perceived 
the doom that threatened them, and uttered such a yell as 
I had never heard. Some stood still and some flung them- 
selves down the stair, one only, Don Pedro himself, rushed 
forward. It was too late ; the mass of stonework, sixty feet 
long by twenty in breadth, was falling. It was falling — it 





The mass of stonework fell, . . . taking Molae with It. 
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fell, taking Molas with it. With a roar like that of thunder 
it struck upon the stairway, and, bursting into fragments^ 
swept it from end to end. No discharge of grape-shot 
could have been so terrible in its elfccts as this hurricane 
of stones that nothing could withstand, for even the big 
trees which stood in its path were snapped like sticks and 
borne away upon its crest, as the carved masonry that had 
been carried up the pyramid by the long labour of the In- 
dians of a bygone age, rushed downward to its foot. 

In less than a minute it was done, the sounds had died 
away, and nothing was left to tell of what had happened 
except a little dust and some remains that had been men. 
Of all those who stood upon the stairway only one sur- 
vived, Don Pedro, who had run forward in the hope of 
escaping the fall of the arch. As it chanced ho was too 
late, for though the mass had missed him, a single stone 
struck him across the middle, breaking his bones and 
sweeping him to the foot of the first flight, but leaving 
him alive. 

When all was finished, and the dust had fallen to the 
earth again, the sefior spoke, saying, ^^Let us go and 
search for the body of our deliverer. 

So we went, the three of us, leaving Zibalbay in the 
temple, but we could not find it ; doubtless to this day 
Molas lies buried beneath some of the larger blocks of 
masonry. There were other bodies indf pd, from which 
we did not scruple to take the rifles and wliatever else was 
likely to be of value to us. Better still, tied among some 
trees near the foot of the pyramid, wc found four good 
mules, one of them laden with ammunition and provisions, 
for Don Pedro had come out determined to hunt us down, 
even if he must follow us for days. 

Having picketed the mules where they could graze, we 
returned to the temple, bearing with us food and drink, of 
which we stood in sore need. On our way up the steps. 
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Don Pedro called to us from where he lay broken and 
bleeding against an uprooted tree. 

Water,” he cried, give me water.” 

The seflor gave him some mixed with brandy that we 
had found upon the sumpter mule. 

Your heart is merciful,” said Maya gravely ; I am 
not cruel, yet I think that I should suffer that dog to die 
untended.” 

We all of us have sins to pay for, Lady, and the 
thought of them should teach us charity, especially now 
when it has pleased God to spare us,” answered the seflor. 

I am dying,” moaned the wretch ; my presentiment 
has come true, and death finds me amongst ruins. How 
dare I die who have been a murderer and a thief from my 
boyhood ? ” 

The seflor shrugged his shoulders, for he could not 
answer this question. 

^^Give me absolution,” he went on, ^^for the love of 
Christ, give me absolution.” 

I cannot,” said the seflor ; I have no authority. 
Pray to Heaven to shrive you, for your time is short.” 

Then he turned and went, but for a long time we were 
troubled by the last cries and blasphemies of this most evil 
man ; indeed they did not cease till sunset, when the devil 
came to claim his own. 


CHAPTER XI 

ZIBALBAY TELLS HIS MISSION 

When we reached the ruins of the temple we ate and 
drank, then, knowing that we could travel no farther that 
night, I spoke, saying : 

Some two months since, Zibalbay, you sent a message 
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by Molas, my foster-brother, that man who died to save ns 
this day, to him who among the Indians is known as Lord 
of the Heart. Your messenger travelled fast and far, by 
sea and by land, till he found him and delivered the mes- 
sage." 

^^To whom did he deliver it ?" asked Zibalbay. 

To me, for I am the man you seek, and with my com- 
panion I have jounieycd here to find you, suffering many 
dangers and evils on the path." 

Prove that you are the man," — and he asked me cer- 
tain secret questions, to all of which I returned answers. 

“You are instructed," he said at length, “yet something 
is lacking ; if, indeed, you are the Lord of the Heart, reveal 
its mystery to my eyes." 

“ Nay," I answered, “ it is you who seek me, not I you. 
To Molas, your messenger, you showed a certain symbol ; 
let me see that symbol, for then and not till then will I re- 
veal the mystery." 

Now he looked round him doubtfully, and said, “ You I 
have proved, and this woman is my daughter and knows 
all ; but what of the white man ? Is it lawful that I should 
unveil the Heart before him ? " 

“ It is lawful," I answered, for this white man is my 
brother, and we are one till death. Also ho is sworn of 
our brotherhood, and himself, for a while, was Lord and 
Holder of the Heart, for I passed it on to him when I 
thought that I lay dying, and to him clin^ its virtues and 
prerogatives. So it comes about that we have no secrets 
from each other ; that his ears are my ears, and his mouth 
is my mouth. Speak to us, then, as though we were one 
man, or be silent to both, for I vouch for him and he for 
me." 

“Are these things so, White Man?" asked Zibalbay, 
making the sign of brotherhood. 

“ They are so;" replied the sefior, giving the counter- 
sign. 
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“ Then 1 speak/' said Zibalbay, I speak in the name of 
tbo Heart, and woe be to him who betrays the secrets that 
he learns under cover of this name. C.me hither, daughter, 
and give me that which is hidden about you." 

Now Maya put her hands to her head, and drawing forth 
something from the dense masses of her hair, she passed it to 
her father. 

^ “Is this what you would see ? ” he asked, holding the 
talisman in the light of the setting sun. 

1 looked, and lo ! there before me was the very counter- 
part of that which had descended to me from my fore- 
fathers, and which I wore about my neck. 

“It woulcl seem so, unless my sight deceives me," I 
answered ; “ and is this what you have come so far to seek, 
Zibalbay ? " and I drew forth the ancient symbol of the 
Broken Heart. 

Now he leaned forward, and examined first the one half 
and then the other, searching them with his eyes. Then 
he clasped his hands and, looking to the heavens, said : 

“ I thank thee, O Nameless One, god of my fathers, that 
thou hast led my feet aright, and given it to mine eyes to 
see their desire. As thou hast prospered the beginning, so 
prosper thou the end, I beseech thee." 

Then he turned to me and continued as in an ecstasy : 

“ Now have Day and Night come together, and soon shall 
the new sun rise, the sun of our glory, for already the 
dawn is breaking. Take that which is in your keeping, 
and I will take that which is in mine, for not here must 
they be joined, but far away. Listen, brethren, to my tale, 
which shall be brief, seeing that if it be the will of Heaven, 
your eyes shall prove my words where all things can be 
made clear to you, and if not, that of which little is told 
is the more easily forgotten. Perchance, my brethren, you 
have heard legends of that ancient undiscovered city, the 
last home of our race Which is undefiled by the foot of the 
white conqueror, and the secret sanctuary of the pure faith 
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given to our forefathers by the divine Cncumatz, who is 
of some named Quetzal." ^ 

• We have heard of it and greatly desire to see it," I 
‘.answered. 

‘^If this be so," went on Zibalbay, ^Mn us you liave 
found those who can guide you to that city, of wliich I am 
the cacique and hereditary high priest, and my only child 
here is the heiress and lady. You wonder how it comes 
tlieii that we, being of this condition, are found unguarded 
and alone, wandering like beggars in the land of the white 
man. Listen : The City of the Hcai't, tis it is called, is of 
all cities the most beautiful and ancient, and once in the 
far past she ruled these lands from sea to sea, for her walls 
were built by one of those brethren wlioni the holy Cucu- 
matz, the white god, left to share his throne, after there 
had been war between the brethren and they separated, 
each becoming the father of a nation. So great was her 
power in the early days that all the cities whose ruins may 
be found buried in these forests were her tributaries, but 
as the years went by, hordes of barbarians rolled down 
upon her frontier towns so that they wen^ lost to her. Still 
no enemies came near her gates, and she remained the 
riehest and most powerful of the cities of the world. 

^^Now the City of the Heart is built upon an island in 
the centre of a lake, but many thousands of her children 
lived upon the mainland, where they cultivated fields and 
dug in the earth for gold and gems. So she flourished, 
and her children with her, till twelve generations since, 
when there came tidings to the king of that day that a 
nation of white men had conquered the empires near the 
sea, putting their inhabitants to the sword ami possessing 
themselves of their, wealth. Tidings came also that these 
white men, having learned the tale of the City of the 
Heart and of the measureless treasures of gold with which 
it is adorned, purposed to seek it out to sack it. When 
the ruling cacique was sure that these things A\fere true, he 
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took counsel with his wise men and with the oracle of the 
god which is in the Sanctuary, and issued a decree that all 
tlioso who lived upon the mainland should be brought 
within the walls of the city, so that the white men might 
find none to guide them thither. This was done then, and 
the spoilers souglit in vain for many years, till it was re- 
ported among them that this legend of a town filled with 
gold was but a fable. Now, however, great sickness took 
hold of those who lived in the City of tlie Heart, because it 
was over full of men, — so great a sickness, indeed, that soon 
there was sj)acc and to spare for all wlio remained within 
its walls. 1'hc sickness went away, but as tlie generations 
passed a new and a w'orse trouble f(‘ll upon our forefathers. 
The blood of the i)eo])le grew old, and l)ut f(‘w children 
were born to them. 'There were none left upon tlu^ main- 
land to rej)lenis]i the race, and this is our law, a law which 
(jannot be broken under pain of death, that no man or 
woman may leave our territories to seek a husband or a 
wife of different blood. 

“Thus, then, it has come about that the people have 
grown less and less, wasting away like snow upon a moun- 
tain top in summer, till at length they are dwindled to a 
few thousands, who in bygone days could count their num- 
ber by tens and twenties of thousands. Now I, Zibalbay, 
have ruled this city since I was young, and bitterly has it 
grieved me to know that before another hundred years have 
l)een added to the past, the city. Heart of tlie AVorld, must 
become nothing but a waste and a home for the dead, 
though of that those who live therein to-day reck but little, 
for the people have no thought for the morrow, and the 
hearts of its nobles have become gross and their eyes blind. 

“ But an ancient prophecy has come down to us from 
our forefathers, and it is, that wlien once more the tw^o 
halves of the symbol of the Heart are laid side by side in 
their place upon the altar in the Sanctuary of the holy city, 
then from that hour she shall grow great again. Over this 
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flaying I brooded long, and long and often did I pray to 
tliat god whom I worship and whoso high-priest I am, 4;ho 
Nameless god. Heart of Heaven and Lord of all the earth, 
that it would please liim to give me light and wisdom 
whereby I might find that which was lost, and save tlio 
people from perishing as, in a scjison of tlrouglit, flowers 
. perish for lack of rain, bringing forth no seed. At length 
upon a certain night it came about that a voice si)oke to 
mo in a dream answering my j)rayer, bidding me to wander 
forth from the country of tlie Heart and follow the ancient 
road towards the sea, for there near to the eastern slioro I 
should find that which was lost. 

“ Then I summoned the Coum*il of the llcnrtand opened 
my mind to them, tolling them of my dream, ami that I 
purposed to obey it. But th(*y made a moctk of mo, Tor 
they thought me mad, and said thatl might go if 1 wished, 
for being their ruler they had no )K)wer to stay me, but 
tliat no man of the people should accompany mo across the 
moiintiiins, for that was against the ancient law. 

answered that it was well, and I would go alono since 
go I must, whereon my daughter rose in her placie and said 
that she would journey with me, as she had a right to do, 
and to this they must consent, though one of their num- 
ber spoke bitterly against it, for he was my nephew, and 
aflianced to rny daugliter. AVus it not so, Maya S'" 

. ‘"It was so," she answered with a smile. 

“ To be short," went on Zihalbay, “sii v^e my heart was 
set .upon this mission, and rny daughter yonder, who is 
wilful, would not bo gainsayed of her desire to accoiripany 
me, Tikal, my nephew, was placed over the c,ity to rule as 
canque in my staid until I should return ngain. Then I 
left the eity Avith this rny danghtf^r, many of the nobles and 
of the common people accompanying us across the lake and 
a day^s journey beyond it to the mountain pass, Avhere they 
bid us farewell wkh tears, for they were certain that Ave were 
mad and went to our deaths. 
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Alone wo crossed ilie mountains, and alone, following 
the traces of the ancient road, we travelled through the 
desert and the forest tliat lies beyond it, till at length we 
reached this secret place and stayed here, for, though wo 
were unharmed, danger, toil, and hunger had worn us out, 
moreover we were afraid to venture among the white peo- 
ple. Brethren, there is no need to tell the rest of the tale, 
for it is known to you. That power wliich sent mo on my 
mission has guided me tlirough all its troubles, and after 
much hardship and sulfering has caused me to triumph, 
seeing tliat to-night wo are still alive, havijig found that 
which we came forth to seek. Such is my story, brother ; 
now, if it pleases you, let us hear yours, and learn what 
])urpose led you and your conipanion here in time to save 
us from the grip of that white devil who lies dead upon 
the stairway.” 

Then I spoke, telling to Zibalbay and his daughter 
the story of rny life, whereof I have written already, and 
of rny gi’eut scheme to build up again that empire which 
fell in the day of Montezuma. 

“ Now you s[)eak words that are after my own heart,” 
said the old chief ; “ but tell me, how is it io be done ?” 

“ ]iy your hel]),” I answered. ^^Men are here in plenty, 
but to use them I must have gold, whereas yonder it seems 
you have gold and no men. Therefore I ask of you some 
iroi’tion of your useless wealth that by its help I may lift 
up your people and my own.” 

Follow me to the city, and if I can bring it about you 
shall have all that you desire,” he answered. Brother, 
our ends are one, and fate has brought us together from 
far away, in order that they may be accomplished. The 
propliecy is true, and truly have I dreamed ; soon shall 
the severed symbol be brought together in the Sanctuary 
and the will of Heaven be made clear. Oh ! not in vain 
have I lived and prayed, enduring the mockery of men, for 
Day and N’ight have met, and already the light of the new 
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dawn is sliining in the sky. Tlaco your hand in mine, and 
let us swear an oath upon the Heart that wo, its ^^nardiiij^s, 
will be true to each other and to our purpose until death 
chooses us. So, it is sworn. Now, ilaughter, load tik* to 
Illy rest, for I am overwholmod, not with toil and suiVor- 
ing, but with too much joy. 0 Heart of Heaven. I thank 
.thee and lifting his hands above his head, as tliough in 
adoration, Zibalbay turned, and, followed by the girl, Maya, 
he tottered rather than walked into the chamber. 

AVdien he had gone the sefior siioke to me. 

'"This is very well, Igiiatio,” he said, ‘"and most inter- 
esting, but just now', as 1 may remind you, there are things 
more pressing than the regeneration ot* the Indian race ; 
for instance, our own safety. To-morrow, at the latest, 
men wdll come to seek these villains who lie yonder, and if 
we are found here it seems likely that we shall be shot 
doNvn as murderers. Kav, then, wdiat do you propose to 
do?” 

""I propose, sefior, that at the first light of dawn wo 
sliould take the mules and ride aw'ay. The forest is dense, 
and it will bo diflioult to find us in it, moreover two days’ 
journey will place us lieyond the reach of wdiite men. Tell 
mo, Lady,” I added to Maya, who had returned from the 
chamber, “ do you know the, road ? ” 

“I know' the road,” sh(i answered, “but, sirs, before 
you take it, it is right that I should tell you something, 
seeing that not to do so would he to make an ill return for 
all tjie nobleness which you have sliown tow'ards my father 
and myself, saving us from death and shame. You have 
heard my father’s words, and they are true, oveiy one of 
them, but they are not all the truth. He rules that city of 
which he has spoken to you, but the nobles there are wv ary 
of his rule, which at times is somewhat harsh ; also they 
deem him mad. It was for this reason that they suffered 
him to wander forth, seeking the fulfilment of a prophecy 
in which none of them have faith, for they were certain 
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that he would perish in the wilderness and return no more 
to /rouble them.” 

“ Then why did they allow you, who are his heiress, ‘to 
acc()ini>any him, Lady ? 

Because I would have it so. I love my father, and if 
he was doomed to die because of his folly, it was my Avish 
to die with him. Moreover, if you would know the truth, 
I hate that city Avhere I was born, and the man in it to 
whom I am destined to be married, and desired to escape 
from it if only for a while.” 

And docs that man hate you, Lady ? ’* 

No,” she answered, turning her head aside; ‘‘but if 
he loves me, T believe that he loves j)ower more. Had I 
staycKl, although I am a woman, my father must have ap- 
pointed me to rule in his place, and Tikal, my cousin, 
Avould have been next the throne, not on it ; therefore it 
was that he consented to my ^?oing, or at tlie least I think 
so. Sirs, 1 learn now that you are to iiccompany us to the 
City of the Heart, should we live to reach it, and for my 
])art I rejoice at this, though 1 should be glad if our faces 
W(U‘o set toAvards some other land. But I learn also that 
you have entered into a compact Avith my father, under 
which he is to give you the gold you need, and many great 
things are to liappen, having for their end the setting up 
of the Indian people above the Avhito men, and the raising 
of the City of the Heart to the place and power that she 
has lost, Avhich ac.cording to the prophec\v shall come about 
after the two lialvcs of tlie broken symbol arc set once 
more in the place that is prepared for tliem.” 

“Do you not bcliov'e, then, in the prophecy ?” asked the 
sen or quickly. 

“I did not say so,” she answered. “Certainly it is 
st range that by following a dream my father should have 
found that which he sought so eagerly, the trinket that 
your companion bears upon his breast. And yet I will say 
this ; that 1 have no great faith in priests and visions and 
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godg, for of these it seems there have been inany/^ — ^and 
she glanced at the walls of the temple, that were sculptured 
over with the demons which our forefathers worsliipped^ 
then added, — indeed, if I understand aright, you, sirs, 
follow a fuitli that is unknown to 

“Wo follow the true faith,'* I answered, all the rest 
are false.” 

“It may bo so,” she said, but I know not liow this 
saying will sound in the ears of tin* servants of the Heart of 
Heaven. Come if you will, but be wariUMi ; my people Jiro 
a jealous people, and the name of a stranger is bateful to 
them. f'W such have ever reached tlie City of the Heart 
for many generations, and of those, save for one or two, 
none have escaped from it alive. *riu'y do not desire new 
things, they have little knowledge of the world beyond 
their walls, and seek for none ; tliey wish to live as their 
forefathers lived, careless of a future which they will never 
see, and I think that it must go very ill with any who come 
among them bringing new faitlis and doctrines, seeking to 
take power from tlieir bands and to awake them from their 
narrow sloth. Xow, sirs, «*hoose wlietlier you will accom- 
pany us ill our marcli towards the City of Waters, or 
wlicilier you will set your face to tlie sea again and forget 
that you cliaiUM'd to hear a certain story from a wandering 
doctor, whose misfortunes liad made Iiim mad, and an In- 
dian girl wlio tended him.” 

Now I listened t<.» these words which Iho, Lady Mayaspoko 
very earnestly and with power, and understood that they 
meant much ; they meant that in going to the City of the 
Heart we were, as slie believed, going to our doom. 

^^Lady,” 1 said, ^Mt may well chance that Death waits 
me yonder, but I have looked too often in his eyes of late 
to shun thorn now. Death is everywhere, lady, and, did 
men stop to let him pass, little work would be done in the 
ivorld. I have -my h^k to do, or to attempt, and it seems 
that it lies yonder in the Secret City, therefore thither 1 
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shall go if my strength does not fail mo and fate will 
suffer it. Como what may, I travel with your father 
towards the City of the Heart. For the seflor here it is 
different. Weeks ago I told him that no good could come 
to him from this journey, and what I said tlicn I say now. 
lie has heard your words, and if he will hearken to them 
and to mine, lie will bid us farewell to-niorrow, and go his 
ways, leaving us to go ours.” 

She listened, and, turning towards him, said, ‘^You 
hear. AVhat say you. White Man ?” and it seemed to me, 
who was watching her, that she awaited his answer anx- 
iously. 

*^Yes, liady, I hear,” he replied, with a laugh, ^Sand 
doubtless it is all true enough, and 1 shall leave my bones 
yonder among your countrymen. Well, so be it, I have 
determined to go, not in order to regenerate the nice of In- 
dians or any other race, but that I may see this city ; and 
go I will, since, other things apart, I am too idle to change 
my mind. Also it seems to me that after this day s busi- 
ness there is more danger in staying here than in pushing 
forward.” 

“ I am glad that you are going, since you go of your 
own free will,” she said, smiling. *• May our fears be con- 
founded, and your journey and ours prove prosperous. 
And now let us rest, for you must be very weary, as I am, 
and we should be stirring before the dawn.” 

Next morning, at the first break of light, we started 
upon our journey, riding on three of the mules that we 
had captured, and leading the fourth laden with our goods 
and water-skins. Very glad were all of us to sec the last 
of that mined temple, and yet it was sad to me to leave it, 
for there, hidden beneath some of th(‘ masses of the fallen 
^nasonry, lay all that was left of my friend and foster- 
brother, Molas, ho whose bravery and wit. had saved our 
lives at the cost of his own. 
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Our plan was to avoid villa^jos wliero wo might be seen 
by men, and to keep ourselves hidden in the forest, for^we 
feared lest wo should be followed and brought to judgment 
because of the death of Don Pedro and bis eoinpaiiions. 
This, as it chanced, ^ye were able to do, siin^e, having guns 
and arnmuiiifciou in jdenty, we shot birds and doer for our 
.daily food. Travcllijig thus on mule-ba(?k, soon our 
strength returned to us, even to th(‘ old man Zil)al])ay, who 
had suffered the most from fatigue and from ill-treatment 
at the hands of the Mexicans. 

In sompthing less than a week wo had passed through 
the inhabited districts of Yucatan and far out of reach of 
the white man, and now were journeving through the for- 
est towards the great sierra that lies beyond it. To find a 
way in this thick and almost endless forest appeared im- 
jmssible ; indeed, it Avoiild have been so but for the knowl- 
edge that Zibalbay and his daughter had gathered on their 
path seaward, and for an ancient map whi(di they In’ought 
with them. On this map were trac/Cil the lines of the roads 
that in the days of Indian civilisation ))ierced the (?ountry in 
every direction. One of these roads, the largest, ran from 
the mountain range which surrounds the lake of the (hty of 
the Heart, straight across sirrras and through woodlands 
to the ruined town of Paleiifjue, and theinaj to the (;oast. 
This road, or rather causeway, was in many ph*u’(»s utterly 
overgrown by trees, and in others sinik in Hwam[)s or hid- 
den by the dust and s;ind of the surras. .Sometimes for 
two or three days' journey there was nothing to show us 
that it had ever existed, still, by following the line traced 
upon the map, and from time to time taking our position 
by the ruins of cities marked thereon, we never failed to 
find it again. 

The number of these old cities and temples was wonder- 
ful, and astonished the sefior beyond measure, which is not 
strange, seeing that he was the first white man who had 
ever looked upon them. Often, as wc rode, he would talk 
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to me about them, and strive to paint in words a picture of 
tlij^s country, now but desert plains or tangled bush, as it 
must have been five hundred years or more before our day, 
when (cities and villages, palaces and temples, crowded with 
tens of thousands of inhabitants, were to he seen every- 
where, and the fertile fa(;c of the earth was hidden in the 
green of crops. What histories lay buried in those jungles, . 
and what scenes must have been enacted on the crumbling 
pyramids which confronted us day by day, bid'ore the 
sword of the conqueror or the breath of pestilence, or both, 
made tlic land desolate, 'riien it would have been a sight 
worth seeing; and our hearts beat at the thought that if 
tilings went well with us it might be our fortune to witness 
that sight ; that oxir eyes might behold the greatest of 
these cities, sought for many generations but as yet uii- 
found, tlie very navel of this ancient and mysterious civili- 
sation, dying indeed, but still existent. 

I had other hopes to draw me onward, but, as I believe, 
it was this desire that sustained the scflor in many a diflfi- 
ciilty and danger of our march. It was with him while 
lie was hacking a mule-iiath through the scrub with his 
wtn'hpfv, when we toiled along hour after hour beneath the 
burning sun, and even at night as he lay over-tired and 
sleepless, tormented by insects, and aching with fever. 
Filled witli this thought he was never Aveary of questioning 
the silent Zibalbay as to the history, or rather the legend, of 
the land through Avliieh avc journeyed, or of listening to 
the Lady Maya’s descriptions of the (’ity of the Heart, till 
even she grcAV tired, and begged him to speak, instead, of the 
country across the water Avhere he was boi-n, of its ceaseless 
busy life, and the wonders of civilisation. Strange as it 
may seem, I, who watched them both from diiy to day, 
know it to be true that she was in mind the more modern 
of the two, — so much so, indeed, tliat, in listening to their 
talk, I might have fancied that Maya was* the child of the 
Mow World, filled Avith the spirit of to-day, and he the 
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heir of a proud and secret race dying beneath its weight of 
years. ^ 

• cannot understand yon,” she would say to him ; ‘^why 
do you so love histories and ruins and stories of people that 
have long been dead ? I hate them. Onee they lived, 
and doubtless were well enough in their plac^e and lime, 
but now tliey are past and done with, and it is we wlio live, 
live, live ! ” and she stretched out her arms as though she 
would clasp the sunsliine to her breast. 

‘‘ 1 tell you/’ she went on, “ that this hon\e of mine, of 
which yo;i are so fond of talking, is nothing but a great 
biirying-])lace, and those who dwell in it are like ghosts 
who wander to and fro thinking of the things that they 
did, or did not do, a thousand years before. It was their 
ancestors who did the things, not they, for they do nothing 
except 2 )lot against each other, eat, sleep, drink, and mum- 
ble prayers to a god in whom they do not believe. Did my 
father but know it, he Mastes time and trouble in inaking 
plans for the redemi)tion of the Peojde of tluj Heart, who 
think him mad for his pains. They cannot be redeemed. 
Were it otherwise, do yon su])posc that they would liavo 
been content to sit still all these hundreds of years, know- 
ing notliing of the great world outside of them, and day by 
day watching their numbers dwindle, till life but flickers 
in the race as in a dying lamp ? So it is also, if in a less 
degree, with those Indians whom Don Jgnatio liere seeks 
to lift oiiWof tlie mire into whicdi the Spa^danls trod tlnmi. 
Sirs, I believe that our blood has Iiad its day. 'I’here is no 
more growtli in us, we are corn ri])e for the sickle of 
Death, — that is, most of us are. 'Dierefore, if I (jould have 
my Avill, while I am still young I would turn my back upon 
this city which you so desire to sec, taking with me the 
wealth that is useless there, but which, it seems, would 
bring me many good things in other lands, and live out my 
time among jicople who have a I3re3ent and a future as well 
as a past.^^ 
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Then the seflor would laugh, and argue that the past is 
mor/^ than the present, and that it is better to be dead than 
alive, and many other such follies ; and I would grow angry 
and rei)rovo Maya foi* her words, whieh shocked me, where- 
at sli(5 would yawn, and talk of something else, for I and 
my discourses wearied her. • Only Zibalbay took no heed, 
for his mind was set upon other things, even if he heard 
us, which 1 doubt. 

Ihit all this while, notwithstanding her light talk and eare- 
less manner, the Lady Maya Avas learning — yes, even from 
me — when t he seflor Avas not at hand, for sheAVOuld inquire 
into everything and forget nothing that she heard. The 
history of the countries of the Avorld, their modes of gov- 
trnment and religions, the manners, customs, and api)ear- 
anccj of their inhabitants, — he told her of thorn all from 
da/ to day. Nor did she weary of listening, till at length 
the seflor mot Avith an adAxmturo that Avent near to separat- 
ing him from her for ever, and shoAved me, although 1 had 
no great love for her or any of her sex, that, AvhateA^er might 
be her faults, this woman’s heart Avas true and bold. 


CHAPTER XII 

MAYA jrJSSCENDS THE CUEA'A 

On'E evening — it was after aa^o had loft the forest country, 
and Avith much toil climbed the sierra till Ave reached the 
desert beyond, a desert that seemed to bo boundless — ^Ave set 
our camp amongst a clump of great aloes that grew at the 
foot of a stony hill. This hill Avas marked on Zibalbay^s 
.nap as being the site of an underground reser\’oir, known 
as a rneca, Avhence in the old days, when this place was in- 
habited, the Indians dreAV their supply of water in the dry 
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season from deep down in the bowels of the earth. That 
tins particular cucva existed was proved by the fact j;luit 
the ancient road, which here was plainly visible, ran 
through the ruins of a large town whereof the population 
must once have been supplied by it ; hut when Zibalbay 
and liis daugliter slept at the spot on tl)cir downwanl jour- 
ney, tlicy Avere spared the necessity of looking for it by the 
discovery of a rain-pool in the hollow of a rock. Now, 
however, no rain having fallen for w(‘eks, after wc had 
eaten, and drunk such water as rcinained in the Avater- 
skiiis, Ave determined to seek for the nuira in order to ro- 
till the skins and give drink to the thirsty mules. 

Accordingly Ave began to examine the ro(^ky hill, and 
presently found a stone arclnvay, now nearly tilled up Avith 
soil and half hidden by thoni bushes, whi(jh from its ap- 
pearance and i)osition avc judged to bo the entrance to the 
cuevit. Having provided ourselves with an armful of 
torches made from tlie dead siems of a A^'lri(^ty of aloe that 
grcAV around in plenty, we lit four of tluun, and 1 led the 
AA^ay through the hole to find myself in a eav(^ Avherea great 
and mysterious Avind blew and sighed in sudden gusts that 
almost extinguished our lights. Following this cave avo 
eame to a pit or shaft at the end of it, wliicli ovidcnily led 
to the springs of Avater. Tliis shaft, of nnknown depth, 
Avas almost if not (piite as smooth and perpendicular as 
though it had been hollowed by the hand of man, but the 
strangest thing about it was the terrible stairway that the 
ancients had used to a])proach tlic Avator, consisting, as it 
did, of a double row of notches ciglit or feu inches deep, cut 
in the surface of tin; shaft. Up and down these notches 
the Avater-carriers must liave j)assed for generations, for 
they were much Avoni, and a groove made by the feet of 
men ran to tlic top of tliis uAvful ladder. The seflor, find- 
ing a fragment of rock, let it fall over the edge of the pit, 
and several s(?conds passed before a faint sound told us that 
it hiul touched the bottom. 
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“ What a dreadful place ! ” he said. “ I think that I 
had rather die of thirst than attempt to go down it.’* 

** Still people have gone down in the past,” answered 
Maya, “for look, this is where they stepped off the edge.” 

“ Perhaps they had a rope to hold by, lady,” I suggested. 
“ When I was a young man [ have descended mines almost 
ns steep, with no other ladder than one made of tree-trunks 

monkey-poles they are called — notched after this fashion, 
and set from side to side of the shaft, but now it would be my 
death to try, for such heights make mo dizzy.*’ 

Come away,” said Zibalbay ; “Hone of us here could 
take tliat road and live. The mules must go thirsty ; live 
honrs^ journey away there is a pool where tliey can drink 
to-morrow.” 

Tlicu we turned and left this cave of the winds and were 
glad to bo outside of it, for the place had an unholy look, 
and, all the draught notwithstanding, was hot to suffoca- 
tion. 

Zibalbay walked to the camp, but we stayed to pluck 
some forage for the mules. Soon tlio others grew weary 
of this tfisk and fell to talking as they watched the sunset, 
wliich was very beautiful on these lonely plains. Present- 
ly I heard the Lady Maya say : 

“ Pick mo that flower, friend, to wear upon my breast,” 
and she pointed to a snow-white cactus-bloom that grew 
amongst some rocks. 

The sefior climbed to the place and stretched out his 
hand to cut the flower, when of a sudden I heard him utter 
an exclamation and saw him skirt. 

“ Wliat is it ? ” I said, “ have you pricked yourself or 
cut your hand ? ” He made no answer, but his eyes grew 
wide with horror, and ho pointed at something grey that 
was gliding away among the stones, and as he pointed I 
saw a spot of blood appear upon his wrist. Maya saw it 
also. 

“‘A snake has bitten you ! ” she cried in a voice of 
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agony, and, springing at him before I guessed wliat she was 
about to do, she seized his arm with both hands and set her 
lips to the wound. ^ 

He tried to wrench it free, but she clung to him fiercely, 
then, calling to me to bring a stick, she tore a strip off her 
robe and made it fast round his wrist above the puncture. 
. By now I was there with the stick, and, sotting it in the 
loop of linen, I twisted it till the hand turned blue from 
the pressure. 

^^AV^lat snake was it ?” 1 asked. 

^^The deadly grey sort/’ he answered, adding: ^'Doi/t 
look so frightened, ]\Iaya, I know a cure. Como to tlie 
camp, quick ! 

In two minutes we reached it, and the seflor had 
snatched a sliarp knife and a powdor-ilask. 

“ Now, friend/’ he said, handing mo the knife, “cut 
deep, since it is life or death for nu^ and there are Jio ar- 
teries in the top of the wrist.” 

Seeing what had come about, Zibalbay held the sefior^s 
hand and I cut twice, lie never winced, but at each 
slash Maya groaned. Then, having let the blood fall till it 
would run no more, we poured jMiwder into the wound, as 
much as will lie on a twenty cent j)iece, and fired it. It 
went off in a puff of white smoke, leaving the flesh beneath 
black and charred. 

“ Now, as we have no brandy, there is notliing more to 
be done except to wait,’' sjiid the senor, with an attempt at 
a smile ; but Zibalbay, going to a bag, produced from it 
some cuca paste. 

Eat this,^^ he ssiid, “ it is better than any fire-water.” 

The senor took the stuff and began to swallow it, till 
presently I saw that ho could force no more down, for a 
paralysis seemed to be creeping over him ; his tliroat con- 
tracted, and his eyelids fell as though weighed upon by 
irresistible sleep. . Now, notwithstanding our remedies, seeing 
that the poison had got hold of him, we seized him 
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by the arms and began to walk him to and fro, encourag- 
ing him at the same time to keep a brave heart and fight 
against death. 

I am doing my best,^^ he answered feebly ; then his 
mind began to wander, and at length he fell down and his 
eyes shut. 

A great fear and liorror seized me, for I thought that he 
was about to die, and with them a kind of rage because 
I was impotent to save him. Already, to tell the truth, I 
was jealous of the Lady Maya, and now my jealousy broke 
out in bitter and unjust words. 

This is your fault, I said. 

You are cruel,” she answered, and you speak thus 
because you hate me.” 

Perhaps I am cruel, lady. Would not you be cruel if 
you saw the friend you love perishing through a woman^s 
folly?” 

Are you the only one that can love ? ” she whispered. 

“ Unless wo can rouse him the white man will die,” said 
Zibalbay. 

Oh ! awake,” cried Maya despairingly, placing her lips 
close to the seftor’s ear. They say that I have killed you, 
awake, awake ! ” 

lie seemed to hear her, for, though his eyes did not 
open, he smiled faintly and murmured, will try,” 
Then with our help he struggled from the ground and 
began to walk once more, but like a man who is drunk. 
Thrice lie staggered backwards and forwards along the path 
our feet had worn. Then he fell again, and, putting our 
hands upon liis breast, wo could feel the contractions of 
his lieart growing weiiker every moment, till at last they 
seemed to die away. But of a sudden, when we had al- 
rcjwly abandoned hope, it pulsed violently, and from every 
]K)re of his skin, which till now had been parched and dry, 
there burst so profuse a perspiration that in the light of 
the rising moon we could see it running down his face. 



MAYA DESCENDS THE CUEVA 165 

I think that the white man will live now ; he has con- 
* quered the poison,” said Zibalbay quietly, and hearing t^is 
words I returned thanks to God in my heart. 

Then we laid him in a hammock, piling blankets and 
serapes over him till at length tlie perspiration ceased, all 
the fluid in his body having evaporated, takiiig tlie venom 
•with it. 

For an hour or more lie slept, then awoke and asked for 
water in a faint voice. We, who were watching, looked at 
each other in dismay, for we had not a single drop to give, 
and this wq were obliged to toll him. lie groaned and was 
silent for a while, then said : 

It would have been kinder to let me die of the poison, 
for this torment of thirst is more than I (*an bear.” 

Can we try the cneca ? ” faltered Maya. 

It is impossible,” answered her father. AVe sliould 
all be killed.” 

Yes, yes,” repeated the sofior, ‘‘it is impossible. 
Better that one should die than four.” 

Father,” said Maya, “you must take tlie best mule 
and ride forward to the pool where we shoubl camp to-mor- 
row. The moon shines, and with good fortune you may bo 
back in eight or nine hours.” 

“ It is useless,” murmured the seflor, “ I can never live 
BO long without drink, my throat is hot like a coal.” 

Zibalbay shrugged his shoulders, he also thought that it 
was useless, but his daughter turned upon h^m fiercely and 
said ; 

“ Are you going, or shall I ride myself ? ” 

Then he went, muttering in his beard, and in a few 
minutes we heard the footsteps of the mule as it shambled 
forward into the desert. 

Fear not,” I said to the seflor, “ it is the poison that 
has dried you up, but thirst will not kill you so soon, and 
presently you will feel it less. Oh ! that we had medicine 
here to make.you sleep I” 
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He lay quiet for a space, giving no answer, but from the 
workings of his hands and face wc could see that he suf- 
fered much. 

Maya,” he said at length, can you find me a cool 
stone to put in my mouth ? ” 

She searched and found a pebble which he sucked, but 
after a time it fell from his lips, and we saw that it was. 
as dry as when it entered them. Then of a sudden his 
brain gave way, and he began to rave huskily in many 
languages. 

Are you devils,” he asked, ^'that you suffer me to die 
in torment for the want of a drink of water ? Why do 
you stand there and mock me ? Oh I have pity and give 
me water.” 

For a while wo bore it, though perhaps our agonies were 
greater than his own — then Maya rose and looked at his 
face. It was sunken as with a heavy illness, thick black 
rings had appeared beneath his blue eyes, and his lips were 
flecked with blood. 

can endure this no more,” she said, in a dry voice; 
watch your friend, Don Ignatio.” 

You are right,” I answered, this is no place for a 
woman. Go and sleep yonder, so that I can wake you if 
there is need.” 

She looked at me reproachfully, but went without an- 
swering, and sat down behind a bush about thirty yards 
away. Here it seems — ^for all this story she told me after- 
wards, and for the most part I do but repeat hq^ words — 
she began to think. She was sure that without water the 
sellor could not live through the night, and it was impos- 
sible that her father should return before dawn at the ear- 
liest. . He was dying, and she felt as though her life were 
ebbing with his own, for now she knew that she loved him. 
Unless something could be done he must soon be dead, and 
her heart would be broken. Only one -thing could save 
him— and her, — water. In the depths of yonder hill, with- 
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in a few paces of her, doubtless it lay in plenty, but who 
^ would venture to seek it there ? And yet tlie descent ^f 
the cueva must be possible, since the ancients used it daily, 
and why could she not do what they had done ? She was 
young and active, and from childhood it had been a delight 
to her to climb in dangerous places about the walls and 
pyramids of the City of the Heart, nor had lior head failed 
Jior however lofty they might chance to be. Why, then, 
should it fail her now when the life of the man she loved 
was at stake ? And what would it matter if it did fail 
her, seeing that if he died she wished to die also ? 

Yes, she would try it ! 

When once she had made up her mind Maya set about 
the task swiftly. I was standing by the liammock praying 
to heaven to spare the life of my friend, who lay there 
beating his hands to and fro and moaning in misery, when 
1 saw her creep up and look at him. 

‘‘You think you love him,^^ she said to me suddenly, 
“ but I tell you that you do not know what love is. If I 
live, I, whom you despise, will teach you, Don Ignatio.” 

I took no heed of her words, for I thought them foolish. 

Then, unseen by me, Maya glided away to where the 
mules were picketed and provided herself with flint, steel, 
tinder, a rope, and a small water-skin of untanued hide, 
which she strapped upon her shoulders. In another min- 
ute she was running across the desert like a deer. At the 
entrance to the ef/eva she paused to gatl«<jr up the aloe 
torches which had been thrown down there, and also to 
look for one moment at the familiar face of night, the night 
that she might never see again. Then she lit a torch and 
crept through the narrow opening. 

The place had been awful in the evening when she vis- 
ited it in the company of the rest of us. Now, alone and 
. at night, it appalled her. Great winds roared round its vast 
recesses, sucked thither from the hollows of the earth, and 
in them could be heard sounds like to those of human 
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voiceB, sobbing and making moan; Maya shivered^ for slio 
t1)ought that these were the ghosts of dead antiguos be- 
wailing their eternal griefs in this unearthly place^ but she 
pressed forward boldly, notwithstanding her fears, till she 
stood on the brink of the pit. Here she halted to strip 
herself so that there might be a^ little as possible to im- 
pede her movements in climbing the stair, and twisted her 
hair into a knot. Next she tied the cord about her middle, 
and the water-skin, to which she fastened the flint and 
steel, upon her shoulders. Lighting two of the largest 
torches she fixed them slantingwise in crevices of the rock, 
so that tlieir flame shone over the mouth of the shaft, 
down which she threw, first, a bundle of unlit torches, 
and, lastly, one on fire. This torch did not go out, as she 
half expected that it would, for presently, looking down 
the pit, she saw a spark of light shining a hundred and 
fifty feet or more beneath her. 

Now all her preparations were complete, and nothing 
remained to be done except to descend and search for the 
water. For a moment Maya hesitated, looking at the 
spark of fire that gleamed so far below, and at the narrow 
niches cut in the smooth surface of the rock. Then, feel- 
ing that if she stood longer thus, her terrors would master 
her, she knelt down, and, holding to the rock with her 
hands, she thrust her leg over the edge of the pit, feeling 
at its side with her foot till she found the first niche. 
Eesting her weight on this foot, she dropped the other till 
she reached the second niche, which was about eighteen 
inches lower and ten inches to the left of the first, for these 
niches were cut in a zig-zag fashion. No. 1 being above 
No. 3, No. 2 above No. 4 and so on. Noyr she must face 
one of the most terrible risks of the descent, for it was im- 
possible for her t(U»ach No. 3 niche without leaving go of 
the edge of the p^ nor could she get a hold of No. 1 with 
her hand until her foot was in No. 4, so*that there was no 
alternative except to balance herself on one leg, and, plac- 
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iug her palms against the smooth rock, slide them down it 
-till her foot rested on No. 4, and her fingers in No. 1. 

Clinging thus like a fiy to the rock, she stepped in1;o 
No. 3, and, not daring to pause, began at once to feel for 
No. 4. In her anxiety she dropped her leg too low, and 
while drawing it back almost overbalanced herself. A 
thrill of horrible fear struck her, causing her spine to 
creep, but, resting her face against the rock, by a despe- 
rate effort she retained her presence of mind, and in an- 
other second was standing in No. 4 and holding to No. 1. 
Thenceforward the descent was easier, since all she had to 
do was to shift the grip of her hands from hole to hole 
and remember in which line she must search with her foot 
for the succeeding niche. So far from hindering her, the 
darkness proved a boon, since it prevented her from be- 
holding tjje horror of the place. 

By the time that she was a third of the way down the 
shaft her courage returned to her, and the only fear she 
felt was lest some of the niches should be broken. For- 
tunately this was not the case, although one of them was so 
much worn that her toes slipped out of it and for a second 
or two she hung by her hands. Recovering herself, she 
went on from step to step till at length she stood at the 
bottom of the shaft. 

After a minute’s pause to get her breath, Maya found 
one of the dry aloe stems, and lit it at tlie embers of the 
torch which she had thrown down the nit. Then she 
looked round her, to find herself in a large natural cavern 
of no* great height, which sloped gently downwards further 
'than she could see. Turning her eyes to the floor, she 
searched for and discovered the path that had been hollowed 
out by the feet of the ancients, but now was half hidden 
in sand and dust. It ran straight down the cave, and she 
followed it for fifty paces, or more, holding the light in one 
hand, and some .spare torches under her arm. Here in 
this cave the atmosphere was so hot and still, that she was 
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scarcely able to breathe, though even at a distance she 
could hear a strange eddying wind roaring in the shaft 
doVn which she had come. Presently the cavern began to 
decrease in size till it narrowed into a small passage, and 
Maya sighed aloud, fearing lost she should be coming to 
the mouth of a second shaft, for she had heard me say that 
the water in these cuevaa was sometimes found at a depth 
of five or six hundred feet, whereas she had not descended 
more than two hundred. 

When she had walked another ten or fifteen paces, how- 
ever, the passage took a sudden turn and her doubts were 
set at rest, for there in the centre of a wonderful place, 
such tos slie had never seen before, gleamed the water which 
slie liad risked her life to reach. 

llow large tlic place where she found herself might be 
Maya never knew, since tlie feeble light of her torch did 
not pierce far into the gloom. All that she could see was 
a number of white columns — without doubt stalactites, 
though she imagined them to have been fashioned by man 
— rising from the floor of the cavern to its roof, and in the 
midst of them a circular pit, thirty feet or more across, in 
which lay the water. This water, though clear as crystal, 
was not still, for once in every few seconds a great bubble 
three or four feet in diameter rose in the centre of the 
pool, to burst on its surface and send a ring of ripples to 
the rocky sides. So beautiful was this bubble and so regu- 
lar its appearance that for some minutes Maya watched it ; 
then, remembering that she had no time to spare, she set 
herself to get the water, only to learn that she was con- 
fronted by a new difliculty and one which but for her fore- 
sight might have proved insuperable. The rock bank of 
the pool was so smooth, and sloped so steeply to the water, 
that it was quite impossible for anyone to keep a footing 
on it. The ancients had overcome the trouble by means of 
a wooden staircase, as was evident from thp places hollowed 
in the rock to receive the uprights, but tins structure had 




So beaut Ifot was this bubble . . that for some minutes Maya watehed It. 



MAVA DESCENDS THE CUEVA 171 

long since rotted away. At the head of where this stair- 
case had stood, a hole was bored in the rock, doubtless to 
receive a rope by which the water-bearers supported tlietn- 
selves while they filled their jars, and the sight of this hole 
gave Maya a thought. Untying the cord which she had 
brought with her, she made it fast through the hole, and, 
having fixed the torch into one of the spaces hollowed to 
liold the timbers of the stairway, she slid down the bank 
till she stood breast high in the water. 

For a minute or more she remained thus, drinking her 
fill and enjoying the coolness of her batli, which was pleas- 
ant after the stupefying heat of the oaves, then, first hav- 
ing taken care to remove the tinder that was tied to it, she 
slipped the water-skin from her shoulder, washed it out, 
filled and replaced it. Next, she dragged herself up the 
bank, and by the light of a now torch started for the foot 
of the shaft. 

Here Maya rested awhile, gathering up her energies, then, 
feeling that once more slie began to grow afraid, she com- 
menced the ascent. There were a hundred and one of the 
notches, for she had counted them as she came down, and 
now again she began to count, so that she might know her 
exact position in the shaft, of which she could see nothing 
because of the intense darkness. Before she had ascended 
fifty steps she was dismayed to find a feeling of weariness 
taking possession of her, which forced lier to jwiuse awhile 
hanging to the face of the pit. Tlicn she went on again 
and Avith great efforts reached the seventy-fifth step, where 
once more she was obliged to hang, gaining breath, till a 
pain in her right leg, upon which most of her weight 
- rested, warned her that she must stay no longer, lor the 
third time she struggled upwards, desperately and despair- 
ingly dragging her feet from niche to niche. Her breath 
came in gasps, the straps of the heavy water-skin cut into 
her tender flesh, and her brain began to reel. 

Now there were but ten more steps. It came into her 
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mind that she might save herself by loosing the burden of 
water from her shoulders^ to fall to the bottom of the pit^ 
but this she would not do. Now only three niches re- 
mained and the goal would be won, but now also her brain 
was giving. Darker and more bewildered it grew, yet by 
a desperate effort she kept some fragment of her sense. 
Her foot was in the topmost hole, her body was balanced 
upon the edge of the pit, and, pulled down by the choking 
weight of the water, she was like to fall backwards. Then 
it seemed tliat a voice called her, and for the last time she 
struggled, writhing forward as does a wounded snake, till 
darkness closed in upon her mind. 

When Maya recovered, a while later, she found that she 
was lying on the edge of the shaft, over which her feet 
still hung. Instantly she remembered all, and, with a 
little scream of terror, drew herself along tlie floor. Then 
with difficulty, for she was still breathless, and her mus- 
cles seemed to have no strength, she rose to her feet, and 
having felt for and picked up her linen robe, she crept 
towards the spot of light which marked the entrance to 
the cave. Presently she was through it, and with a sigh 
of thankfulness sank to the earth and put on her garment, 
then, rising, she walked slowly towards the camp, bearing 
the precious water with her. 

Meanwhile, knowing nothing of all tliis, I, Ignatio, also 
bad been thinking. I remembered how, wdien I lay crushed 
beneath the rock, the seflor liad ventured his life to save 
me. Should T not then venture mine to save his ? It 
seemed so. Without water he would certainly die, and 
greatly as I dreaded to attempt the descent of the cueva, 
yet it must be done. Leaving the hammock, I searched 
for the Lady Maya, but could not find her, so I galled 
^loud, — "" Sefiora, seflora. Where are you, sefiora ? " 

"" Here,^^ she answered. What is it ? Is he dead 
No/^ I said, but I am sure that unless he has water 
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he will die within little more than an hour. Therefore I 
have made up my mind to try to descend the cueva. Will 
you be so good as to watch the seflor till I return^ and^if I 
return no more, as is probable, to tell your father what has 
happened. He will find the bUisman of the Broken Heart 
lying with my clothes at the mouth of the pit. I pray 
that he will take it, and I pray also that he should travel 
back to Mexico, bearing with him some of the wealth of 
his city, there to continue the great work that I have 
begun, of which I have spoken to liim. Farewell, seflora.^^ 
Stop^ Don Ignatio,” said Maya in a hoarse voice, 
there is no need for you to descend the cueva.^^ 

AVliy not, Lady ? I should be glad to escape the task, 
but this is a question of life or death.” 

Yes,” she answered, ‘‘and because it is a question of 
life or death, Don Ignatio, I have already climbed that 
hideous place, and — liere is the water,” — and she fell for- 
ward and swooned upon the ground. 

I said nothing. 1 was too much amazed, and, indeed, 
too much ashamed, to speak. Lifting Mayans senseless 
foi*ra, I placed her in a hammock that was slung close by. 
Then I took the water-skin and a leather cup, and ran 
with it to my friend’s side. By now the seflor was lost in 
a coma and lay still, only moaning from time to time. 
Undoing the mouth of the skin, I poured out a cupful of 
water, with which I began to sprinkle his brow and to 
moisten his cracked lij)s.. At the touch and smell of the 
fluid a change came over the face of the dying man, the 
empty look left it, and the eyes opened. 

“ That was water,” he muttered, “ I can taste it.” 
Then he saw the cup, and the sight scjemed to give him a 
sudden strength, for he stretched out his arms and, snatch- 
ing it from my hand, he drained it in three gulps. 

“ More,” he gasped, “more.” 

But as yet 1 ^ould give him no more, though he prayed 
for it piteously, and when I did allow him to drink again 
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it was in sips only. For an hour he sipped thus till at 
length even his thirst was partially satisfied^ and the 
shrunken cheeks began to fill out and the dull eyes to 
brighten. 

That water has saved my life,” he whispered ; ** where 
did it come from ?” 

I will tell you to-morrow,” I answered ; sleep now if 
you can.” 


CHAPTER XIII 

IGNATIO^S OATH 

At sunrise on the following day I lit a fire by which to 
prepare soup for the sefior, who still slept, and as I was 
engaged thus I saw the Lady Maya walking towards me, 
and noticed that her hands and feet were swollen. 

Seflora,” I said, bowing before her, I humbly con- 
gratulate you upon your courage and your escape from 
great dangers. Last night I said words to you in my grief 
that should not have been spoken, for it is my fault that I 
am apt to be unjust to women. I crave your pardon, and 
I will add that if, in atonement for my past injustice, I can 
serve you in any way now and afterwards, I pray you to 
command me.” 

She listened and answered : 

I thank you for your kind words, Don Ignatio, and I 
forget other words that were not kind which you have 
spoken to me from time to time. If in truth you wish to 
iphow yourself my friend, it is in your power to do so. You 
have guessed my secret, therefore I am not ashamed to re- 
peat that the sefior yonder has become everything to me, 
though as yet 1 may be little to him. I ask you, then, to 
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swear upon the Heart that you will do nothing to turn him 
from me, or to separate us should he ever learn to lov^me, 
btit rather, should this come about, that whatever may be 
our need, you will help us by all means in your reach.” 

You ask me to swear a large oath, seflora, and one that 
deals with the future, of which we have no knowledge,” I 
answered, hesitating. 

I do, seflor, but remember that were it not for me at 
this moment your friend, who sleeps yonder like a child, 
would be stiff in death. Remember also that you have 
ends to gain in the City of the Heart, where it will be well 
for you to keep me as a friend should we ever live to reach 
it. Still, do not swear unless you wish, only then I shall 
know that you are my secret enemy and I shall be yours.” 

There is no need to threaten me, sefiora,” I answered, 
nor am I to be moved thus, but I promise that I will not 
stand between you and the seflor. Wliy should I ? His 
will is his own, and, as you say, you saved his life. But 
see, he awakes, and his soup is ready.” 

She took the pot off the fire, skimmed it, and poured the 
contents into a gourd. 

Shall 1 take it, or will you ? ” she asked. 

I think that you had better take it,” I answered. . 
Then she walked to the hammock and said, Seflor, 
here is your soup.” 

He was but newly awakened, and looked at her vacantly. 

Tell me, Maya,” he asked, what hai^ happened ? ” 

Last evening,” she began, in picking a flower for me 
you were bitten by a snake, and very nearly died.” 

know,” he answered. ^‘Without doubt I should 
have died had you not sucked the wound and tied a band- 
age round my wrist, for that grey snake is the deadliest in 
the country. Go on.” 

After the danger of the poison was past you became 
thirsty, so thirsty that you were dying of it, and there was 
-He- water tp give you.” 
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Yes, yes/’ he said, it was agony ; I pray that 1 may 
nevfr suffer so again. But I drank water and lived. Who 
brought it to me 

My father started on to the next eaniping-place, where 
there is a pool/’ she answered. 

Has he returned ? ” 

No, not yet.” 

Then lie cannot liavc brought the water. Where did 
it come from?” ' 

It came from the ruevay that cave which we examined 
before you were bitten.” 

‘‘ Who went down the cueva to get it ? The place is 
unclimbable.” 

I went down.” 

You ! ” he said, in amazement. You ! It is not pos- 
sible. l)o not jest. Tell me the truth quickly. I am tired.” 

I am not jesting. Listen, sell or. You were dying for 
want of water, dying before our eyes ; it was horrible to 
see. I (iould not bear it, and I knew that my father would 
not be back in time, so 1 took the water-skin and some 
torches and wont without saying anything to Ignatio. The 
shaft was hard to climb, and the adventure strange. I will 
tell you of that by and by, but as it chanced I came through 
it safely to find Ignatio about to start on the same errand.” 

’rhe seflov heard and understood, but he made no answer ; 
ho only stretched out his arms towards her, and there and 
thus in the wilderness did they plight their troth. 

Uemember I am but an Indian girl.” she murmured 
presently, “ and you are one of the white lords of the 
earth. Is it well that you should love me ? ’ 

is well,” he answered, ^‘for you are the noblest 
woman that I have known, and you have saved my life.” 

Zibalbay did not return till past midday, when he ap- 
peared with the water, leading the mule, which had 
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set its foot upon a sharp stone in the desert and gone 
lame. 

Does he still live ? ” he asked of Maya, 
lusher." 

^^He mnsrbe strong then," he answered; I thought 
that thirst would have killed him ere now." 

• He has had water, father. I descended the rneva and 
fetched it," she added, after a moment’s pause. 

The old man looked at her amazed. 

How came it that you found (Courage to go down that 
place, daughter ? " he asked at length. 

The desire to save a friend gave me courage," she an- 
swered, letting her eyes fall beneath his gaze. I knew 
that you could not be back in time, so I went." 

Zibalbay pondered awhile, then said : 

‘‘i think that you would have done better to let him die, 
daiigliter, for I believe that this white man will bring 
trouble upon us. It has pleased the gods to j)reserve you 
alive ; remember, then, that your life belongs to them, and 
that you must follow th<^ path which they have chosen, not 
that wliich you would choose for yourself. Kemembor also 
that one waits yon in the city yonder wlio may have a word 
to say jis to your friendship with this wanderer." And ho 
passed on with the mule. 

That same evening Maya told me of her father’s words 
and said : 

*'1 think that before all is done I shall need the help 
that you have sworn to give me, sellor, for I can see well 
that my father will be against me unless ray wish runs 
with his purpose. Of one thing I am sure, that my life is 
my own and not a possession of the gods ; for in such gods 
as my father worships and I was brought up to serve, I 
have lost faith, if indeed I ever had any." 

You speak rashly,^^ I answered, and if you are wise 
you will not let ynur father hear such words." 

^^•Lest by .and by my life should be forfeit to the gods 
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whom I blaspheme ! ” she broke in. Say, then, do. you 
bejieve in these gods, Don Ignatio ?" 

No, Lady, I am a Christian and hare no part with 
.idols and those who worship them." , ^ ^ 

I understand ; it is only in their wealth that you would 
have part. Well, and why should T not become a Chris- 
tian also ? I have learned something of your faith from, 
the seflor yonder, and see that it is great and pure, and 
full of comfort for us mortals." 

May grace be given to you to follow in that road. Lady, 
but it is not Christian to taunt me about the wealth which 
I come to seek for the advantage of our race, seeing that 
you know I ask nothing for myself." 

Forgive me," she answered, my tongue is sharp — as 
yours has been at times, Don Ignatio. Hark ! the se&or 
calls me." 

For two more days we rested there by the cueva till the 
seflor was fit to travel, then we started on again. Ten 
days we journeyed across the wilderness, following the line 
of the ancient road, and meeting with no traces of man 
save such as were furnished by the familiar sight of ruined 
pyramids and temples. On the eleventh we began to 
ascend the slope of a lofty range of mountains that pushed 
its flanks far out into the desert-land, and .on the Welfth 
we reached the snow-line, where we were obliged to aban- 
don the three mules which remained to us, seeing that no 
green food was to be found higher up, and the path be- 
came too steep for them to find a footing on it. That 
night we slept, with little to eat, in a hole dug in the snow, 
wrapped in our serapesy or, rather, we tried t(^ deep, for 
our rest was broken by the cold, and the moanii^ of bitter 
and mysterious winds which sprang up and passed away 
Buddehly beneath a clear sky; also, from time to time, by 
the thunder of distant avalanches rushing from the peaks 
above. 



IG NATIONS OATH 


179 

How far must we travel up this snow ? asked of 
f-Zibalbay, as we stood shivering in the ashy light of the 
^wn. * 

he answered, pointing to where the 
first ray ofthe sun shone upon a surface of black rock far 
above us ; “ there is the highest point, and we should 
j;each it before nightfall.’" 

Thus encouraged we pushed forward for hour after hour, 
Zibalbay marching ahead in silence, until our sight was 
‘ bewildered with snow-blindness, and I was seized with a 
fit of mountain sickness. Fortunately the climbing was 
not difficult, so that by four in the afternoon wo found 
ourselves beneath the shadow of the wall of black rock. 

Must we scale that precipice I asked of Zibalbay. 

No,"" he answered, it would not be possible without 
wings. There is a way through if. Twice in the old days 
bodies of white men searching for the Golden City to sack 
it, came to this spot, but, finding no path through the 
cliff, they went home again, though their hands were on 
the door."" 

^^Does the wall of rock encircle all the valley of the 
city ? "" asked the sefior. 

No, White Man, it ends many days" journey away to 
the west, but he wdio would travel round it must wade 
through a great swamp. Also the mountains may be 
crossed to the east by journeying for three days through 
snows and down precipices ; but so far as I have learned 
only one man lived to pass them, a wandering Indian, who 
fotmi^his way to the banks of the Holy Waters in the days 
of my ^andfather. Now, stay here while I search."" 

Are you glad to see the gateway of your home, 
Maya ? " asked the sefior. 

No,"" she answered, almost fiercely, ^^for here in the 
wilderness I have been happy, but there sorrow awaits me 
and you. Oh ! if indeed I am dear to you, let us turn even 
^jDow^nd fly together back to the lands where your people 
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live/^ and she clasped his hand and looked earnestly into 
his eyes. 

* What/^ he answered, ** and leave your father and ^ 
natio to finish the journey by themselves , 

You are more to me than my father, tHough perhaps 
this solemn Ignatio is more to you than I am." 

KTo, Maya, but having come so far I wish to see the 
sacred city." 

As you will," she said, letting fall his hand. See, 
my father has found the place and calls us." 

W e walked on for about a hundred paces, thread ing our path 
through piles of boulders that lay at the foot of the preci- 
pice till we came to where Zibalbay stood, leaning against 
the wall of rock in which we could see no break or opening. 

“ Although I trust you, and, as I believe, Heaven has 
brought us together for its own purposes," said the old 
cacique, yet I must follow the ancient custom and obey 
my oath to suffer no stranger to see the entrance to this 
mountain gate. Gome hither, daughter, and blindfold 
these foreigners." 

She obeyed, and as she tied the handkerchief about the 
sefior^s face I heard her whisper. 

Fear not, I will be your eyes." 

Then we were taken by the hand, and led this way and 
that till we were confused. After we had walked some 
paces, we were halted and left while, as we judged from the 
sounds, our guides moved something heavy. Next we 
were conducted down a steep incline, through a passage so 
narrow and low that our shoulders rubbed the sides of it, 
and in parts we were obliged to bend our heads. At length, 
after taking many sharp turns, the passage grew wider and 
the path smooth and level. 

Loose the bandages," said the voice of Zibalbay. 

Maya did so, and, when our eyes were accustomed to the 
light, we looked round us curiously to find that we stood at 
the bottom of a deep cleft or volcanic rift in the rock,'mad«t 
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not by the hand of man but by that of Nature working 
with her tools of fire and water. This cleft — along which 
l|^n a road so solidly built and drained that^ save here and 
tnWl^^^ta^^nowdrifts blocked it, it was still easily pass-' 
able after cetRiuries of disuse — did not measure more than 
forty paces from wall to wall. On either side of it towered 
•sheer black cliffs, honeycombed with doorways that could 
only have been reached by ladders. 

What are those ?" I asked of Zibalbay. ^^Burying- 
places ?” 

^^No,” he answered, ^^dwelling-houses. They were 
there, so say the records, before our forefathers founded 
the City of the Heart, and in them dwelt cave-men, barba- 
rians who fed on little and did not feel the cold. It was by 
following some of these cave-men through that passage 
which we have passed that the founder of the ancient city 
discovered this cleft and the good country and great lake 
that lie beyond it, where the rock-dwellers, whom our fore- 
fathers killed out, used to live in the winter season. Once, 
when I was young, with some companions I entered these 
caves by means of ropes and ladders, and found many 
strange things there, such as stone axes and rude ornaments 
of gold, relics of the barbarians. But let us press on, or 
night will overtake us in the pass.^^ 

By degrees the great cleft, that had widened as we walked, 
began to narrow again till it appeared to end in a second 
wall of rock. • 

Passing round a boulder that lay at the foot of this wall, 
Zibalbay led the way into a tunnel behind it. 

Do not fear the darkness," he said, "^the passage is 
short and there are no pitfalls." 

So we followed the sound of his footsteps through the 
gloom, till presently a -spot of light appeared before us, and 
in another minute we stood on the further side of the 
mountain, though we could see nothing of the place be- 
cause of thralling shadows. 
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Without pausing, Zibalbay pushed on down the hill, and, 
suddenly turning to the right, stopped before the door of a 
house built of hewn stone. /■ 

Enter," ho said, and welcome to the "£lie 

People of the Heart." 

As the door Avas tlirown open, light from the fire within 
streamed through it, and a man^s voice was lieard asking, ' 

Who is there ? " 

AV^ithout answering, Zibalbay walked into the room. It 
was a low vaulted apartment, and at a table placed before 
the great fire which burnt upon the hearth sat a man and 
a woman eating. 

Is this the way that you watch for my return ? " he 
asked in a stern voice. Haste now and make food ready 
for we are starved with cold and hunger.” 

The man, who had risen, stood hesitating, but the woman, 
whose position enabled her to see the face of the speaker, 
caught him by the arm, saying, 

Down to your knees, husband. It is the cacique come 
back." 

Pardon," cried the man, taking the hint ; *^biit to be 
frank, 0 lord, it has been so dinned in my ears down in 
the city yonder, that neither you nor the Lady of the Heart 
would ever return again, that I thought you must be ghosts. 
Yes, and so they will think in the city, where I have heard 
that Tikal rules in your place." 

Peace," said Zibalbay, frowning heavily. ^^We left 
robes here, did wo not ? Go, lay them out in the sleeping- 
chambers, and with them others for these my guests, while 
the woman jirepares our meat." 

The man bowed, stretching out his arms till the backs of 
his hands touched the ground. Then, taking an earthen- 
ware lamp from a side table, he lit it and disappeared be- 
hind a curtain, an example which the woman followed 
after she had rapidly removed the dishes that were upon 
the table, and fed the fire with wood. 
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When they were gone we gathered round the hearth to 
bask in the luxury of its warmth. 

What is this place ? " asked the seflor. • 

who was wrapped in his own thoughts, did nDt. 
seem tonS^OLhim, and Maya answered, 

A poor hovel that is used as a rest-house and by hunters 
of game, no more. These people are its keepers, and were 
charged to Avatch for our retuni, but they seem to have 
fulfilled their task ill. Pardon me, I go to lielp them. 
Come, father. 

niey went, and presently the scflor awoke from a doze 
induced by the deliglitful warmth of the fire, to see the 
custodian of tJio place stiuiding before him staring at him 
in amazement not unmixcd with awe. 

Wliat is the matter with the man, and what does he 
want, Ignatio Y” he asked in Spanisli. 

Ho wonders at your white skin and fair hair, seflor, 
and says that he does not dare to speak to you because you 
must be one of tlio lloaven-born of Avhom tlieir legends 
tell, Avherefore ho asks me to sjiy tliat Avater to wash in 
and raiment to put on have been machj ready for us if we 
will come Avith him.^* 

Accordingly we followed the Indian, Avho led us into a 
passage at the back of the sitting-chamber, and thence to a 
small sleeping-room, one of several to whicli the pas- 
sage gave access. In this room, whicli Avas lit by an oil 
lamp, were two bedsteads covered with blankets of deer- 
skin and cotton sheets, and laid upon them were fine linen 
robes, and sei'apes made in alternate bands of grey and 
black feathers, worked on to a foundation of stout linen. 
Standing upon wooden stools in a corner of the room, and 
half-filled Avith steaming water, were two basins, which the 
seftor noticed with astonishment were of hammered silver. 

These people must be rich," he said to me so soon as 
the keeper of the place had gone, ^Mf they fashion the 
utensils of their rest-houses of silver. Till now this story 
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of the Sacred City of which Zibalbay was cacique, and 
Maya heiress apparent, has always sounded like a fairy 
taler to me, but it seems that it is true after all, fcr 
the man's manner shows that Zibalbay is a veryJmp^t^E^d 
person.” 

Then we put on the robes that had been provided for our 
use, not without difficulty, since their make was strange to 
us, and returned to the eating-room. Presently the cur- 
tain was drawn, and the Lady Maya joined us — the Lady 
Maya, but so changed that we started in astonisliment. 

Different, indeed, was she to the ill-clad and travel- 
stained girl Avho had been our companion for so many 
weeks. Now she was dressed in a robe of snowy white, 
bordered with embroidery of the- royal green, and having 
the image of the Heart traced in gold thread upon the 
breast. On her feet were sandals, also worked in green, 
while round her throat, wrists, waist, and ankles shone 
circlets of dead gold. Her dark hair no longer fell loose 
about her, but was twisted into a simple knot and confined 
in a little golden net, and from her shoulders hung a cloak 
of pure white feathers, relieved liere and there by the deli- 
cate yellow plumes of the greater egret. 

Like you I have changed my garments, she said in ex- 
planation. Is the dress ugly, that you look astonished?” 

Ugly I ” answered the seflor, I tliink it is the most 
beautiful that I ever saw.” 

This is the most beautiful dress that you ever saw I 
Why, friend, it is the simplest that I have. Wait till you 
see me in my royal robes, Avearing the great emeralds of the 
Heart ; what will you say then, I wonder ? ” 

I cannot tell, but I say now that I don^t know which is 
the most lovely, you or your dress.” 

‘‘ Hush ! ” she said, laughing, yet Avith a note of earnest- 
ness in her voice. You must not speak thus freely to 
me. Yonder in the pass, friend, I was the. Indian girl your 
fellow-traveller ; here I am the Lady of the Heart.” 




Presently the curtain was drawn, and the Lady Maya Joined us. 
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Then I wish that you had remained the Indian girl in 
the pass,” he answered, after a pause, but perhaps you 
jest.” • 

l was not altogether jesting,” she answered, with a 
sigK^ yonvnnst be careful now, or it niiglit be ill for you 
or me, or both of us, since by rank I am the greatest lady 
in this land, and doubtless my cousin, Tikal, will watch mo 
closely. See ! here comes my father.” 

As she spoke Zibalbay entered, followed by the two In- 
dians bearing food. He was simply dressed in a white 
toga-like robe similar to that which had been given to the 
seflor mid myself. A cloak of black feathers covered his 
shoulders, and round his neck was liung a massive gold 
chain to whicdi was attached the emblem of ilie Heart, also 
fashioned in plain gold. 

We noticed that, as he came, his daughter, Maya, made a 
courtesy to him, which he acknowledged with a nod, and 
that whenever they passed him the two Indians crouched 
almost to the ground. 

Evidently the friendship of our desert journeying was 
done with, and the person of wliom we had hitherto thought 
and spoken as an equal must henceforth bo treated with 
respect. Indeed the proud -faced, white - bearded chief 
seemed so royal in his cljangcd surroundings that we were 
almost mov(Ml to follow the example of the others, and bow 
whenever he looked at us. 

The food is ready,” said Zibalbay, such as it is. Bo 
seated, I beg of you. Nay, daughter, yim need not stand 
before me. AVo are still fellow- wanderers, all of us, and 
ceremony can stay till we are come to the City of the 
Heart.” 

Then we sat down and the Indians waited on us. What 
the dishes consisted of we did not know, but after our long 
privations it seemed to us that we had never eaten so ex- 
cellent a meal, or drunk anything so good as the native 
wine which was served with it. Still, notwithstanding our 
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present comfort, I think the seflor^s heart misgave him, and 
that he had presentiments of evil. Maya and he still loved 
one' another, but he felt that things were utterly changed, ^ 
as she herself had shown him. While they wandered, in 
some sense he liad been the head of tlie party, aS, to speak 
truth, among companions of a coloured race a white man of 
gentle birth is always acknowledged to be by right of blood. 
Now things were changed, and he must take liis place as 
an alien wanderer, admitted to the country upon suffer- 
ance, and already this difference could be seen in Zibalbay^s 
manner and mode of address. Formerly he had called him 
'' seflor/’ or even ''friend; ” to-night, when speaking to him, 
he used a word which meant "foreigner,” or " unknown 
one,” and even myself he addressed by name without add- 
ing any title of respect. 

One good thing, however, we found in this place, who 
had lacked tobacco for six weeks and more, for presently 
the Indian entered bearing cigarettes made by rolling the 
herb in the thin sheath that grows about the cobs of Indian 
corn. 

" Come Iiither, you,” said Zibalbay to the Indian, when 
he had handed us the cigarettes. " Start now to the bor- 
ders of the lake and advise the captain of the village of the 
corn-growlers that his lord is returned again, commanding 
him in my name to furnish four travelling litters to be 
here within five hours after sunrise. Warn him also to have 
canoes in readiness to bear us across the lake, but, as ho 
values his life, to send no wwd of our coming to the city. 
Go now and swdftly.” 

The man bow'ed, and, snatching a spear and a feather 
cloak from a peg near the door, vanished into the night, 
heedless of the howling wind and the sleet that thrashed 
upon the roof. 

" How far is it to the village ? ” asked the seflor. 

" Ten leagues or more,” Zibalbay answered, " and the 
road is not good, still if he does not fall from a precipice or 
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lose liis life in a snaw-drift, he will be there within six 
. hours. Come, daughter, it is time for us to rest, our jour- 
yney has been long, and you must be weary. Good nighf to 
you, my guests, to-morrow I shall hope to house, you bet- 
ter.” Then, bowing to us, he left the room. 

Maya rose to follow his example, and, going to the scflor, 
gave him her hand, which he touclu'd with his lips. 

How good it is to taste tobacco again,*’ he said as Maya 
went. No, don^t go to bed yet, Ignatio, take a cigarette 
and another glass of this (tf/ua ardiente, and let us talk. 
Do you know, friend, it seems to mo that Zibalbay lias 
changed. I never was a great admirer of his character, 
but perhaps I do not understand it.” 

^* Do you not, seflor ? I think that I do. Like some 
Christian priests the man is a fanatic, and like myself, a 
dreamer. Also he is full of ambition and tyrannical, one 
who will spare neither himself nor others where ho has an 
end to gain, or thinks that he can promote the welfare of 
his country and the glory of his gods. Think how brave 
and earnest the man must have been who, at the bidding of 
a voice or a vision, dared in his old age, unaccompanied 
save by his only child, to lay down his state and travel 
almost without food through liundreds of leagues of bush 
and desert, that none of his race had crossed for genera- 
tions. Think what it must have been to him who for 
many years has been treated almost as divine, to play the 
part of a medicine-man in the forests ot Yucatan, and to 
suffer, in his own person and in tlikt oi* his daughter, in- 
sults and torment at the hands of low white thieves. Yet 
all this and more Zibalbay has borne without a murmur be- 
■ cause, as he believes, the object of his mission is attained.” 

But, Ignatio, what is the object of his mission, and 
what have we to do with it ? To this hour I do not quite 
know.” 

The object of his mission, and indeed of his life, is to 
build up the fallen empire of the City of the Heart. In 
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short, sefior, though I do not believe in his gods, in 
Zibalbay^s visions I do believe, seeing that they have led • 
hiih to me, whose aim is his aim, and that neither of us / 
can succeed without the other/' 

Why not ? ” 

Because I need wealth and he needs men ; and if he 
will give me the wealth, I can give him men in thousands."^ 

I hear,” answered the seftor. It sounds simple 
enough, but perhaps you will both of you find that there 
are difficulties in the way. What I do not understand, 
however, is what part Maya and I are to play in this affair, 
who are not anxious to regenerate a race or to build up an 
empire. I suppose that we are only spectators of the game.” 

How can that be, sefior, v/lien she is Lady of the Heart 
and heiress to her father, and when,” I added, dropping 
my voice, ^‘you and she have grown so dear to one . an- 
other ?” 

I did not know that you had noticed anything of that, 
Ignatio. You nevot' seemed to observe our affection, and, 
as yon hate women so much, I did not speak of it,” he 
answered, colouring. 

I am not altogether blind, sefior. Also, is it possible 
for a man not to know when a woman comes between him 
and the friend he loves ? But of that I will say nothing, 
for it is as it should be ; besides, you might scarcely under- 
stand Aie if I did. No, no, sefior, you cannot be left out 
of this game, you are too deep in it already, though what 
part you will play I cannot toll. It depends, perhaps, 
upon what the gods reveal to Zibalbay, or what he guesses 
that they reveal. At present he is well disposed towards 
you because he thinks that the oracle may declare you to ' 
be the son of Quetzal through whom his people shall be 
redeemed, since it seems that here there is some such 
prophecy, and for this reason it is that he has not for- 
bidden the friendship between you and his daughter, or so 
he hinted to me. But be warned, sefior ; for if he comes 
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to know that you are not the man, then l\e will sweep you 
aside as of small account, and you may bid farewell to the 
^ Lady of the Heart.” * 

, I will not do that while I live,” he answered quietly. 

\ No, setlor, perhaps not while you live, but those who 
stand in the path of priests and kings do not live long. 
• Still, though there is cause to be cautious, tliere is no 
cause to be down-hearted, seeing that if you are not the 
man, I may be, in which case I shall be able to help you, 
as I have sworn to the Lady Maya that I will do, or per- 
haps you will be able to help me.” 

•^At any rate, we will stand together,” said the seflor. 

And now, as there is no use in talking of the future, I 
think that wo had better go to sleep. Of one thing, how- 
ever, you may be certain — unless she dies, or I die, I mean 
to marry Maya. ” 


CHAPTER XIV 

THE CITY OF THE HEART 

While it was yet dark on the following morning we were 
awakened by the voice of Zibalbay calling us. 

Arise,” he said ; it is time to start upon our road.” 

Arc the litters here ?” I asked. 

^'No, nor can be for some hours. I desire to roach the 
city this night, therefore we must push forward on foot to 
meet them.” 

Then we rose, and, having no choice, dressed ourselves 
as best we could in the garments of the country tiiat had 
been given to us, for our own were but rags, in which we 
were ashamed to 1)6 seen. In the common room we found 
Zibalbay and the Lady Maya. 
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Eat/^ said the old man, pointing to food that 
ready, and let us be going/* 

'ten minutes later we were outside the house. There was 
no wind, but at this great height the air is of so piercing 
a quality that wo Avero glad to fold our serapes round us and 
walk briskly forward, Zibalbay leading the way. At first 
a grey gloom reigned, but presently snowy peaks shone 
through it, every where radiant witli the hues of the unrisen 
sun, although tlie mountain sides beneath us Avere still' 
Avrapped in night. By degrees, as the light grew, we saw 
that the country at our feet was shaped like a boAvl, where- 
of the mountain range upon which wo stood formed the 
rim, and at the bottom of the bowl, fed by numberless 
streams that had their sources among the surrounding 
snows, lay the lake, the Iloly Waters of this people. Of ’ 
all this, hoAvever, Ave could as yet see little, since the vast 
expanse beneath us lay hidden in volumes of mist that 
moved and rolled like the face of ocean. Never before had 
we looked upon anything so strj^ngc as this dense garment 
of vapour Avhile the light of •Ixeaven gathered upon its sur- 
face, tingeing it with lines and patches of colour. It seemed 
as thougli a map of the Avorld Avas unrolled before us — con- 
tinents, seas, islands, and cities formed themselves, only to 
disappear in quick succession and assume new and endless 
shapes. 

*^It is beautiful, is it not?" said Maya. ^^But wait 
until tlie mist breaks. Look, it is beginning ! " 

As she spoke, of a sudden the sea of mist grew thin and 
opened in its centre, and through the gap thus formed 
shoAved first the pyramids and temple tops, and then the 
entire panorama, of the city Heart of the World, floating, 
as it Avere, upon the face of the Holy Waters. It was far 
away, but, now that the night fog no longer thickened the 
air, so clear Avas the atmosphere and so high were we above 
it, that it seemed to be almost at our feet. ' The city, which 
appeared to be surrounded by a wall, was built of marble 
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' oj some other suow-wliite stone, whereon the liglit gleamed 
and flashed. It stood upon a heart-shaped island, and 
- round about the shores of this island, stretcliing furflior 
th%ii t)ie eye could reach, sparkled the blue waters of the 
Holy Lake. By degrees the ring of mist rolled up the sides 
of the mountains and vanished, and in place of it the 
, round bowl of tlie valley was filled with the clear light of 
day. ' Now we could see the shores of the lake, with their 
green fringe of reeds ; and above tlioni grass lauds threaded 
by silver streams ; and above these again, upon the flanks of 
the mountains, great forests of oak and cedars rising almost 
to the snow line. To the right and left of us the huge, 
round-shouldered mountains stretched in a majestic sweep 
till they melted into the blue of the horizon, while hero 
• and there some tall, snow-robed peak, the cone of an ex- 
tinct volcano, towered above us like a sentinel. 

There lies my country, said Maya, with a proud wavo 
of her hand ; does it please you, white man 

^^It pleases me so well, Maya,^^ ho answered, ^"^that now 
less than ever can I understand why you wish to leave it." 

Because, though lakes and mountains and cities full of 
wealth are fine things, it is not to these, but to the men and 
women among whom we live, that we must look for happi- 
ness." 

^^Some people might think otherwise, Maya. They 
might say that happiness must bo sought for in ourselves. 
At least I could be happy irf^ch a land a^.this." 

You think so now," she answered, meaningly, ^^but 
when you have been awhile in the city yonder, you will 
think otherwise. Oh 1 " she went on, passionately, if, in- 
deed, yon care for me, we should never have crossed that 
mountain behind us. But you do not care for me — not 
truly ; for all this time you have been half ashamed of your 
affection for an Indian girl whom you were obliged to be- 
come fond of, because she was pretty and you were so much 
with her, and she chanced to save your life. Yes, you would 
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have been ashamed to marry me according to your customs, 
and to show me as your wife among the white people — ^me, 
the wandering Indian with a mad father whom you found * 
in the hands of thieves. Here it will be different, for here 
at least I am a great lady, and you will see the people in 
the streets bow themselves to the ground before me ; and if 
I say that a man shall die, you will see that man killed. ^ 
Also here I have wealth more than any white woman, and 
you will be fond of me for that 

^^You are very unjust," he broke in, angrily; ^^it is 
shameful that you should speak to me thus for no cause." 

Perhaps I am unjust," she answered with a sob, “but 
there are so many troubles before us. Pirst there is 
Tikal 

“ What does Tikal want ?" asked the seaor. 

“He wants to marry me, or to become cacique of. the 
city in my right, which is the same thing ; at least he will 
not give me up without a struggle. Then there is my 
father, who serves two masters only, — ^liis gods and his coun- 
try, — and who will use me like a piece in a game if it suits 
his purpose — ^yes, and you too. Our good days are done 
with, the evil ones have to come, and after them — ^the night. 
Henceforward we shall find few opportunities of speaking, 
even, for I shall bo surrounded by officers and waiting- 
ladies who will watch my every action and hear my every 
word, and my father will watch me also." 

“ Now I begin to be sorry that I did not take your ad- 
vice and stop on the further side of the mountain," an- 
swered the seflor. Do you think that wo could escape 
there ? " 

“ No, it is too late — they would track us down ; we must 
go on now and meet our fate, whatever it may be. Only 
swear to me by my gods, or your own, or whatever you 
hold dear, that you will cleave to me till I am dead, as I 
will cleave to you." And, taking his hand in hers, she 
looked up appealingly into his face. 
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At this moment Zibalbay, who was walking in front, lost 
in his own thoughts, chanced to turn and see them, 

• Gome hither, daughter, and you. White Man,^^ ho saW, 
in a stem voice. Listen, both of you — I am old, but my 
sight and hearing are still keen, though yonder in the wil- 
derness I took no heed of much that I saw and heard. 
^Here in my own land it is otherwise. Learn, White Man, 
that the Lady of the Heart is set far above you, and there 
I think she will remain. Do you understod my mean- 
ing ? " 

Perfectly,^^ answered the soflor, striving to control his 
anger ; ^^'but, Chief, it is a pity that you did not see well 
to tell me this before. Had it not been for what we and 
one dead were able to do to save you, to-day your bones 
would have been whitening in the forest. Why did you 
not .tell me there that I was no fit company for your daugh- 
ter ? 

Because you were sent by the gods to do me service, 
and because there I had need of you, White Man, answered 
Zibalbay quietly, ^^as may be I shall have need of you 
again. Had it not been for that chance, we should have 
parted company on the further side of the mountain." 

In truth I wish that we had ! " exclaimed the sefior. 

‘‘ I may come to wish it, too," said the old man grimly. 

But you are here and not there, perhaps for so long as 
you shall live, and I would have you remember that you 
are in my, power. A word from mo will set you high or 
lay you low beneath the earth ; thereforu be w Aed and 
take with gratitude that which it shall please me to give 
you. No, do not look behind you — escape is impossible. 
Submit yourself to my will in this and everything, and all 
shall be well with you; struggle against it and I will crush 
you. I have spoken : be pleased to walk in front of me, 
and do you, my daughter, walk behind." 

Now I saw that the sefior’s rage was great, and that he 
was about to answer angrily, and lifted my hand in wam- 

p 
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ing, while Maya looked at him entreatingly. He saw, and 
checked himself. 

I hear your words. Chief," ho said, in a forced voice./ 
You are right, I am in your power, and it is useless for 
me- to answer you," and he took his place in front as he 
had been commanded, while Maya fell behind. 

As I walked on, side by side with Zibalbay, I spoke to 
him, saying : 

You use sharp words towards him who is my brother. 
Chief, and therefore towards me." 

‘^1 speak as I must," he answered, coldly. ^^Many 
troubles await me at the city. Did you not hear what that 
knave said last night, — that Tikal, my nephew, whom I left 
in charge, rules in my stead ? Well, this girl of mine, 
who is affianced to him, and through whom he hopes to 
govern in after years, may be the only bait that will tempt 
him from his place, for he looks upon me as one dead, and 
it will not please him to lay down the rod of power. How 
should it please him then, and those who follow him, to see 
a white stranger holding that daughter's hand, and whis- 
pering in her ear. Ignatio, I tell you that such a sight 
would provoke a war against me, and therefore it is that I 
spoke sharply while there is yet time, and therefore you 
will do well to drive the nail homo, seeing that if I fall 
your plans will come to nothing, and your life be forfeit." 

I made no answer, for at that moment we turned a 
comer, and came face to face with the bearers of the litters 
whom Zibalbay had summoned to meet us. 

There were forty of these men or more ; for the most 
part they were tall and well shaped, with regular features, 
and, like Zibalbay and Maya, very fair for Indians, but the 
look upon their faces was different from any that I have 
seen among my people. It was not stupid or brutal, or 
even empty; rather did it suggest great weariness. The 
youngest man there, notwithstanding his rounded cheeks 
and eyes full of health, seemed as thoagh he^were weighed 
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down by the memories of many years. Weariness was the 
master, not of their bodies, for they were very strong and 
active, but of their minds ; and, looking at them, I could 
understand what Zibalbay meant when he said that his 
race was outworn. Even the sight of the white face of the 
sefior, strange as it must have been to them, did not seem 
• to move them. They stared indeed, muttering something 
to each other as to the length and colour of his beard, and 
that was all. 

But to Zibalbay they said, in low, guttural tones. 

Father,, we salute you," then, at a signal given by their 
captain, they cast themselves upon the ground before him, 
and lay there with outstretched arms as though they were 
dead. 

Else, my children," said Zibalbay. Then, summoning 
the- captain of the bearers, he talked to him while his com- 
panions ate food that they had brought with them, and I 
noted that what he heard seemed to give him little pleas- 
ure. Next he ordered us to enter the litters, which were 
of rude make, being constructed of chairs without curtains, 
lashed between two poles, and carried, each of them, by 
eight bearers, for the road was very steep and rough. 

We started forward down the mountain, and in an hour 
we had left the region of snow behind, and entered the 
cedar forests. These great trees grew in groups, which 
were separated by glades of turf, the home of herds of deer. 
So thick was their foliage that a twilight reigned beneath 
them, while from each branch hung a* fringe of grey 
Spanish moss that swayed to and fro in the draught of the 
mountain breeze. Everywhere stretched vistas that brought 
to my mind memories of the dimly -lighted nave of the great 
cathedral at Mexico, roofed by the impenetrable boughs of 
these cedars, whereof the trunks might have been support- 
ing columns and the scent of their leaves the odour of 
incense. 

After the cedar belt came the oak groves, and then miles 
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of beautiful turf slopes, clothed in rich grass starred with 
flowers. Truly it was a lovely land. It was late in the 
afternoon before we descended the last of these slopes and 
entered the tract of alluvial soil that lay between them and 
the lake, where the climate was much warmer. It was easy 
to see by the irrigation ditches and other signs that this 
bolt of country had always supplied the inhabitants of the. 
City of the Ileart with corn and all necessary crops. Here 
gi’ew great groves of sugar-cane, and cocoa-bushes laden 
with their purple pods, together with many varieties of 
fruit-trees planted in separate orchards. Soon it became 
clear to us that the greater part of these ancient orchards 
were untended, since their fruit rotted in heaps upon the 
ground. Evidently they had been planted in more pros- 
perous days, and now their supply exceeded the wants of 
the population. 

At length, as the evening began to fall, we entered the 
village of corn-growers, a half-ruined place of which the 
houses were for the most part built of adole or mud bricks, 
and roofed with a concrete of white lime. In the centre of 
the village was a plaza^ planted round with trees, and hav- 
ing in its midst a fountain, near to which stood a simple 
altar, piled' with fruit and flowers. Close to this altar the 
inhabitants of the village, to the number of a hundred or 
so, were gathered to meet us. Most of the men had but 
just come in from their labours, for their garments and 
feet were stained with fresh earth, and they held copper 
hoes and reaping-hooks in their hands. All these men wore 
upon their faces the same look of weariness of mind which 
we had noticed in the bearers. So monotonous were their 
countenances, indeed, that I turned my eyes impatiently 
to the group of women who were standing behind them. 
Like their husband and brothers, these women were very 
fair for Indians, and handsome in person, but they also had 
been stamped with melancholy. The sight of the seflor^s 
white skin and chestnut-coloured beard seeioad for some 
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few moments to rouse them from their attitude of listless 
indifference. Soon, however, they fell into it again, gnd 
began to chat idly, or to play with and pull to pieces the 
flowers that every one of them wore at her girdle. There 
were hardly any children among the crowd, and it was 
strange to observe how great was the resemblance of the 
• individuals composing it to each other. Indeed, had they 
all been members of a single family it could not have been 
more marked, seeing that it was difficult for a stranger to 
distinguish one woman from another of about the same 
age. 

When Zibalbay descended from his litter, all those pres- 
ent prostrated themselves, and remained thus till, followed 
by some of the headmen, he had passed into a house which 
was made ready for his use, leaving us without. 

Do all your people look so sad ? I asked the Lady 
Maya. 

Yes,^^ she answered, that is, all the common people 
who labour. It is otherwise with the nobles, who are of a 
different blood. Here, Don Ignatio, there are two classes, 
the lords and the people, and of the people ejich family is 
forced to work for three months in the year, the other nine 
being given to them for rest. The fruits of their labour 
are gathered into storehouses and distributed among all the 
Children of the Heart, but the temples, the cacique^ and 
many of the nobles have fhoir own serfs who have served 
them from father to son.^' , 

And what happens if they will not work ? asked the 
seflor. 

Then they must starve, for nothing is served out to 
them or their families from the common store, and when 
they grow hungry they are set to the heaviest tasks, 

Now we understood why these people looked so weary 
and listless. What could be expected from men and women 
without ambition or responsibility, the gain of whose toil 
was placed to the public credit and doled out to them in 
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rations? In my old age I have hoard that there are 
teachers who advocate such a system for all mankind^ but 
of this I am sure, that had they dwelt among the People of 
the Heart, where it had been in force for many centuries, 
they would cease to preach this doctrine, for there, at least, 
it did not promote the welfare of the race. 

Presently a messenger came from Zibalbay to summon us 
into the house, where we found an ample meal prepared, 
consisting chielly of fish from the lake, baked wild-fowl, and 
many sorts of fruit. By the time we had finished eating 
and had drunk the chocolate that was served to us in cups 
of hammered silver, the night hiwl fallen completely. I 
asked Zibalbay if we should sleep there, to which he replied 
shortly that we were about to start for the city. Accord- 
ingly we set out by the light of the moon and were guided 
to a little harbour in the shore of the lake, whore a large 
canoe, fitted with a mast and sail, and manned by ten In- 
dians, was waiting for us. We embarked, and, the wind 
being off land, hoisted the sail and started towards the 
Island of the Heart, which stood at a distance of about 
fifteen miles from the mainland. 

The breeze was light, but after the cold of the mountains 
the air was so soft and balmy, and the scene so new and 
strange, that I, for one, did not regret our slow progress. 
Nobody spoke in the boat, for all of us were lost in our own 
reflections, and the Indians were awed to silence by the 
presence of their lord, who alone seemed impatient, since 
from time to time he pulled his beard and muttered to 
himself. So we glided across the blue lake, whose quiet 
was broken only by the whistling wings of the wild-fowl 
. travelling to their feeding-grounds, by the sudden leaps of 
great fish rising in pursuit of some night-fly, and by the 
lapping of the water against the wooden sides of the canoe. 
Before us, luminous and unearthly in the perfect moon-, 
light, shone the walls and temples of the’ mysterious city 
which we had travelled so far to reach. We watched them 
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growing more and more distinct minute by minute, and, as 
we watched, strange hopes and fears took possession of our 
hearts. This was no dream : before us lay the fabled 
golden town we had so longed to see ; soon our feet would 
pass its white walls and our eyes behold its ancient civili- 
sation. 

* What waits us there ? " whispered the seflor, and he 
looked at Maya. She heard his words and shook lier head 
sadly. There was no hope in her eyes, which were dimmed 
with tears. Then he turned to me as thoughifor comfort, 
and the easy fires of enthusiasm burnt up within me and I 
answered : 

^^Fear not, the goal is won, and we shall overcome 
all difficulty and danger. The useless wealth of yonder 
Golden City will be ours, and by its help I shall vreak the 
stored-up vengeance of ages upon the oppressors of my race, 
and create a great Indian Dominion stretching from sea to 
sea, whereof this city shall be the heart.*’ 

He heard and smiled, answering : 

It may be so ; for your sake, I trust that it will be so ; 
but we seek different ends, Ignatio," and he looked again 
at the Lady Maya. 

On we glided, through the moonlight and the silence, 
for from the town came no sound, save the cry of the 
watchmen, calling the hours, as they kept their guard 
along the ancient walls, till at length we entered the 
shadow of the Holy City lying dark upon the waters, and 
the Indians, getting out their paddles (for the wind no 
longer served us), rowed the canoe up a stone-embanked 
canal that led to a Watergate. 

Now we halted in front of the gate, where there was no 
man to be seen. In an impatient voice, Zibalbay bade the 
captain hail the guardian of the gate, and presently a man 
came down the steps yawning, and inquired who was there. 
I, the cacique/^ said Zibalbay. Open.’^ 

Indeed ! That is strange," answered the man, '^seeing 
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that this night the cacique holds his marriage-feast at the 
palace yonder^ and there is but one cacique of the People 
of \h.e Heart ! Get back to the mainland, wanderers, and 
return in the day-time, when the gates stand wide/^ 

Now when Zibalbay heard these words, he cursed aloud 
in his anger, but Maya started as though with joy. 

I tell you that I am Zibalbay, come home again, your ^ 
lord, and no other," he cried, and you will be wise to do 
my bidding." 

The man stared, and hesitated, till the captain of the 
boat spoke to him, saying : 

Fool, would you become food for fishes ? This is the 
Lord Zibalbay, returned from the dead." 

Then he hastened to open the gate, as fast as his fear 
would let him. 

Pardon, father, pardon," he cried, prostrating himself, 
but the Lord Tikal, who rules in your place, has given it 
out that you were dead in the wilderness, and commanded 
that your name should be spoken no more in the city." 

Zibalbay swept by him without a word. When he had 
passed up the marble steps, and through the water-way, 
pierced in the thickness of the frowning walls, he halted, 
and, addressing the captain of the boatmen, said : 

‘^Let this man be scourged to-morrow at noon in the 
market-place, that henceforth he may learn not to sleep 
at his post 1 " 

On the further side of the wall ran a wide street, bor- 
dered by splendid houses built of white stone, which led to 
the central square of the city, a mile or more away. Up 
this street we walked swiftly and in silence, and as we went 
I noticed' that much of it was grass-groT^, and that many 
of the great houses seemed to be deserted ; Indeed, though 
light came from some of the latticed window-places, I could 
see no sign of any human being. 

Here is the city," whispered the seflbr to me, but 
where are the people 



THE CITY OF THE HEART 


201 


/^Doubtless they celebrate the wedding-feast in the great 
square,” I answered. “ Hark, I hear them.” 

As I spoke the wind turned a little, and a sound of sing- 
ing floated down it, that grew momentarily clearer as we 
approached the square. Another five minutes passed and 
we were entering it. It was a wide place, covering not less 
•than thirty acres of ground, and in its centre, rising three 
hundred feet into tlie air, gleamed the pyramid of the 
Temple of the Heart, crowned by the star of holy fire that 
flickered eternally upon its summit. In the open space 
between the walls of the inclosuro of this pyramid and 
the great buildings that formed the sides of the square, the 
inhabitants of the city were gathered for their midnight 
feast. All were dressed in white robes, while many wore 
glittering feather capes upon their shoulders an<l were 
crowned with wreaths of flowers. Some of them were 
dancing, some of them were singing, while others watched 
the tricks of jugglers and bulloons. But the most of their 
number were seated round little tables eating, drinking, 
smoking, and making love, and we noticed that at these 
tables the children seemed the most lionourable guests, and 
that everybody petted them and waited on their words. 
Nothing could bo more beautiful or stranger to our eyes 
than this innocent festival celebrated beneath the open sky 
and lighted by the moon. Yet the sight of it did not 
please Zibalbay. 

Along the side of the square ran an avenue of trees 
bearing white flowers with a heavy scent, and Zibalbay 
motioned to us to follow him into their shadow. Many of 
the tables were placed just beyond the spread of these trees, 
so that he was able to stop from time to time and, unseen 
himself, to listen to the talk that was passing at them. 
Presently he halted thus opposite to a table at which sat a 
man of middle age and a woman young and pretty. What 
they said' interested him, and we who were close by his side 
understood it, for the difference between the dialect of 
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these people and the Maya tongue is so small that even the 
Be&gr had little difficulty in following their talk. 

The feast is merry to-night,^^ said the man. 

Yes, husband," answered his companion, and so it 
should be, seeing that yesterday the Lord Tikal was elected 
cacique by the Council of the Heart, and to-day he was 
wedded in the presence of the people to Nahua the Beauti- 
ful, child of the Lord Mattai." 

It was a fine sight," said the man, though for my 
part I think it early to proclaim him cacique. Zibalbay 
might yet come back, and then 

Zibalbay will never come back, husband, or the Lady 
Maya either. They have perished in the wilderness long 
ago. For her I am sorry, because she was so lovely and 
different from other great ladies ; but I do not grieve much 
for him, for he was a hard taskmaster to us common peo- 
ple ; also he was stingy. Why, Tikal has given more feasts 
during the last ten months than Zibalbay gave in as many 
years ; moreover, he has relaxed the laws so that we poor 
women may now wear ornaments like our betters ; " and 
she glanced at a gold bracelet upon her wrist. 

^^It is easy to be generous with the goods of others," 
answered the man. Zibalbay was the bee who stored ; 
Tikal is the wasp who eats. They say that the old fellow 
was mad, but I do not believe it. 1 think that he was a 
greater man than the rest of us, that is all, who saw che 
wasting of the people and desired to find a means to stop 
it." 

Certainly he was mad," answered the woman. ^^How 
could he stop the wasting of the people by taking his 
daughter to wander in the wilderness till they died of star- 
vation, both of them. If anybody dwells out yonder it is a 
folk of white devils of whom we have heard, who kill and 
enslave the Indians, that they may rob them of their 
wealth, and we do not desire that such should be shown the 
way to our city. Also, what does it matter to us if the peo- 
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pie do waste away ? We have all things that we wish, those 
who come after mast see to it.” 

" Yet, wife, I have heard yon say that yon desired c£il- 
dren.” 

Suddenly the woman’s fece _jrew sad. 

“ Ah ! ” she answered, “ if Zibalbay will give me a child 
J will take back all my words about him, and proclaim him 

the wisest of men, instead of what ho is, or rather was an 

old fool gone crazy with vanity and too much praying. 
But he is dead, and if he were not he could never do this ; 
that is beyond the power of the gods themselves, if indeed 
the gods are anything except a dream. So what is the use 
of talking about him ; let me enjoy the feast that Tikal 
gives us, husband, and do not speak of children, lest I 
should weep, and .learn to hate those of my sisters who have 
been blest with them.” 

Then at a sign from Zibalbay we moved on, but Maya, 
hanging back for a moment, whispered : 

“ Look at my father’s face. Ifever have I seen him so 
angry. Yet these tidings are not altogether ill,” and she 
glanced at the seflor. 

JTow Zibalbay walked on swiftly, pulling at his beard 
and muttering to himself, till we came to a great archway 
where two soldiers armed with copper spesirs stood on 
guard, chatting with women in the crowd that gathered 
round the open door, and eating sweetmeats which they 
offered them. Zibalbay covered his face ivsth the comer of 
his robe, and, bidding us do likewise, began to walk through 
the archway, whereupon the two soldiers, crossing their 
spears, demanded his name and title. 

“ By whose orders do you ask ? ” said Zibalbay. 

''By order of our lord, the cacique, who celebrates his 
marriage>feast with the nobles his guests,” answered one 
of them. "Say, are you of their number who come so 
late?” 

Then Zibalbay uncovered his face and said : 
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Look at mo^ man. Did I command yon to shut my 
own doors against me ?" 

fie looked and gasped : '' It is the cacique come home 
again 1 " 

How, then, do yon say tl at you keep the doors by order 
of the cacique ? Can there be two caciques in the City of 
the Heart asked Zibalbay in a bitter voice, and, without 
waiting for an answer, he walked on, followed by the three 
of us, into the plaza or courtyard of the palace, where 
many fountains splashed upon the marble pavement. 

Passing beneath a colonnade and through an open door- 
way whence light flowed, of a sudden we found ourselves in 
a great and wonderful chamber, a hundred feet or more in 
length, having a roof of panelled cedar, supported by a 
double row of wooden columns exquisitely carved, between 
wliich were set tables laden with fruit and flowers, drink- 
ing-vessels, and other ornaments of gold. The walls also 
were cedar-panelled, and hung over with tapestries worked 
in silver, and ranged along them stood grotesque images of 
dwarfs and monkeys, fashioned in solid gold, each of which 
held in its hand a silver lamp. At the far end of this 
place was a small table, and behind it, seated upon throne- 
like chairs, were a man and a woman, having an armed 
guard on either side of them. 

The man was magnificently dressed in a white robe, 
broidered with the symbol of the Heart, and a glittering 
feather cloak. Upon his brow was a circlet of gold, from 
which rose a paiiache, or plume, of green feathers, and in 
his hand he held a little golden sceptre tipped with an 
emerald. He was of middle height, very stoutly built, and 
about five-and-thirty years of age, having straight black 
hair that hung down upon his shoulders. In face he was 
handsome, but forbidding, for his dark eyes shone with a 
strange fire beneath the beetling brows, and his powerful 
mouth and chin wore a sullen look that did not leave them 
even when he smiled. The lady at his side was also beauti- 
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fully attired in white bridal robes, bordered with silver, 
and having the royal Heart worked upon her breast, while 
on her brow, arms, and bosom shone strings of emeralds. 
She was young and tall, with splendid eyes and a proud, 
handsome face, somewhat marred, however, by the heaviness 
of the mouth, and it was easy to sec that she loved the 
•husband at her side, for all her looks were towards him. 

Between us and this royal pair stretched the length of 
the great hall, filled with people — for the most of the 
feasters had left their seats — so splendidly attired and so 
bright with the flash of gems and gold that for a few mo- 
ments our eyes were dazzled. The company, who may 
have numbered two or three hundred, stood in groups with 
their backs towards us, leaving a clear space at the far end 
of the chamber, where beautiful women, in filmy, silken 
robes adorned with flowers and turquoises, were singing and 
dancing to the sound of pipes before the bride and bride- 
groom on the throne. 


CHAPTER XV 

HOW ZIBALBAY CAME HOME 

For a while we stood unnoticed in the shadow of the door- 
way, observing this strange and beautifipl scene, till, as 
Zibalbay was about to advance towards the throne, the 
Lord Tikal held up his sceptre as a signal, and suddenly 
the women ceased from their dance and song. At the 
sight of the uplifted sceptre, Zibalbay halted again and 
drew back further into the shadow, motioning us to do 
likewise. Then Tikal began to speak in a rich, deep voice 
that filled the hall : 

^^Councillors and Kobles of the Heart," he said, ^‘and 
you, high-born ladies, wives and daughters of the nobles. 
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hear me. But yesterday, as you know, I took upon my- 
self the place and power of my forefathers, and by your 
wish and will I was proclaimed the sole chief and ruler of 
the People of the Heart. Now I have bidden you to my 
marriage feast, that you may grace my nuptials and share 
my joy. For be it known to you that to-night I have 
taken in marriage Nahua the Beautiful, daughter of the 
High Lord Mattai, Chief of the Astronomers, Keeper of the 
Sanctuary, and President of the Council of the Heart. 
Her, in the presence of you all, I name as my first and 
lawful wife, the sharer of my power, and your ruler under 
me, who, whate’er betide, cannot be put away from my 
bed and throne, and as such I call upon you to salute her.^^ 

Then, ceasing from his address, he turned and kissed the 
woman at his side, saying : 

Hail ! to you. Lady of the Heart, whom it has pleased 
the gods to lift up and bless. May children be given to 
you, and with them happiness and power for many years." 

Thereon the whole company bowed themselves before 
Nahua, whose fair face flushed with pride and joy, and 
repeated, as with one voice : 

Hail ! to you. Lady of the Heart, whom it has pleased 
the gods to lift up and bless. May children be given to 
you, and with them happiness and power for many years." 

'^Nobles," went on Tikal, when this ceremony was 
finished, it has come to my ears that there are some who 
murmur against me, saying that I have no right to the 
ancient sceptre of cacique which I hold in my hand this 
night. Nobles, I have somewhat to say to you of this 
matter, that to-morrow, after the sacrifice, I shall repeat in 
the ears of the common people, and I say it having con- 
sulted with my Council, the masters of the mysteries of 
the Heart. To-morrow a year will have gone by since Zi- 
balbay, my uncle, who was cacique before me, and his only 
child and heiress of his rank and power, the Lady Maya, 
my affianced bride, left the city upon a certain mission. 
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Before they departed upon this mission^ it was agreed be- 
tween Zibalbay, Maya, the Lady of the Heart, myself, and 
the Council, the Brotherhood of the Heart, that I should rtile 
as next heir during the absence of Zibalbay and his daugh- 
ter, and that if they should not return within two years, 
then their heritage should be mine for ever. To this 
^agreement I set my name with sorrow, for then, as now, I 
held that my uncle was mad, and in his madness went to 
doom, taking with him his daughter whom I loved. Yet 
when they were gone I fulfilled it to the letter ; but trouble 
arose anwng the people, for they will not listen to the 
voice of one who is not their anointed lord, but say, ^ We 
will wait until Zibalbay comes again and hear his command 
upon these matters.^ 

Also, Zibalbay being absent, there was no high priest 
left ill the land, so that until a successor was raised up to 
him, certain of the inmost mysteries of our worship must 
go uncelebrated, thus bringing down upon us the anger of 
the Nameless god. So it came about that many pressed it 
on me that for the sake of the people and the welfare of 
the city, I should shorten the period of my regency and 
suffer myself to be anointed. But, remembering my prom- 
ise, I answered them sharply, saying that I would not de- 
part from it by a hair^s breadth, and that, come what 
might, two full years must be completed before I sat me 
down in the place of my fathers. 

To this mind, then, I held till three days since, when 
those of the people to whose lot it fell in turn to pass to 
the mainland, there to cultivate the fields that are appor- 
tioned to the service of the temple, refused to get them to 
their labour, declaring that the high priest alone had 
authority over them, and there was no high priest in the 
city. Then in my perplexity I took counsel with the Lord 
Mattai, Master of the Stars, and he consulted the stars on 
my behalf. All 'night long he searched the heavens, and 
he read in them that Zibalbay, who, led by a lying dream. 
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broke through the laws of the land and wandered across 
the mountains, has paid the price of his folly, and is dead 
in ‘the wilderness, together with his da ighter that was my 
affianced and the Lady of the Heart. Is it not so, Mattai ? " 
Now the person addressed, a stout man with a bald head, 
quick, sliiffcing eyes, and a thick and grizzled beard, stepped 
forward and said, bowing. 

If my wisdom is not at fault, such was the message of 
the stars, 0 lord." 

Nobles," went on Tikal, ^^you have heard my testimony 
and the testimony of Mattai, whose voice is the voice of 
truth. For these reasons I have suffered myself to be 
anointed and set over you as your ruler, seeing that I am 
the heir of Zibalbay by law and by descent. For these 
reasons also — she to whom I was affianced being dead — I 
have taken to wife Nahua the daughter of Mattai. Say, 
do you accept us ? " 

Some few of the company were silent, but the rest cried : 

We accept you, Tikal and Nahua, and long may you 
rule over us according to the ancient customs of the land." 

It is well, my brethren," answered Tikal. Now, be- 
fore we drink the parting-cup, have any of you ought to 
say to me ? " 

I have something to say to you," cried Zibalbay in a 
loud voice from the shadows wherein wc stood at the far 
end of the hall. ’ ^ 

At the sound of his voice, the tones of which he seemed 
to know, Tikal started and rose in fear, but, recovering 
himself, said : 

Advance from the shadow, whoever you are, and say 
your say where men may see you." 

Turning to his daughter and to us, Zibalbay bade us 
follow him, and do as he did. Then, veiling his face with 
a corner of his robe, he walked up the hall, the crowd of 
nobles and ladies opening a path till we stood before the 
throne. Here he uncovered himself, as we .did also, and 
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standing sideways, so that lie could bo seen both by Tikal 
and all that company, he opened his lijis to speak. Before 
a word could pass them a cry of astonishment broke ^rom 
the nobles, and of a sudden tiie sceptre fell from the hand 
of Tikal and rolled along the lloor, 

‘‘Zibalbay !” said the cry. “ It is Zibalbay come back, 

, or the ghost of him, and with him the Lady of tlie Heart !” 

*^Aye, nobles,” lie said, in a (piiet voice, although his 
hand shook with rage, “ it is I, Zibalbay, your lord, come 
home, and not too soon, as it would seem. What, my 
nephew, were you so hungry for my place and power, that 
you must break the oath you swore upon the Heart, and 
seize them before the a]»poiuted time ? And you, Mattai, 
have you lost your skill, or have the gods smitten you with 
a curse, that you prophesy falsely, saying that it was 
written in the stars that we who are alive were dead, there- 
by lifting up your daughter to the seat of the Lady of 
the Heart. Nay, do not answer mo. Standing yonder I 
have heard all your story. I say to you, I'ikal, that you 
are a foresworn traitor, and to you, Mattai, that you are a 
charlatan and a liar, who have dared to use the holy art for 
your own ends, ainl the mlvancemcuit of your house. On 
both of you will I lie avenged, — aye, and on all those who 
have abetted you in your crimes, (luards, seize that man, 
and the Lord Mattai with him, and let them be held fast 
till I shall judge them.” 

Now the soldiers that stood on either side of the thrones 
hesitated for a moment, and then advai eed towards Tikal 
as though to lay hands upon him in obedience to Zibalbay^s 
order. But Nahua rose and waved them off, saying : 

What ! dare you to touch your anointed lord ? Back, 
I say to you, if you would save yourselves from the doom of 
sacrilege. Living or dead, the day of Zibalbay is done, for 
the Council of the Heart has set his crown upon the brow 
of Tikal, and, whether for good or ill, their decree cannot 
bo changed.” 
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Aye I said Tikjil, whose courage had come back to 
hir|^. The Ltidy Is^iliua speaks triitli. Touch me not if 
you would Jive to look ui)on the sun.” 

But all tlie while he spoke his eyes were fixed Upon 
Maya, whose beautiful face he watched as though it were 
that of some lost love risen from the dead. 

Wow, as Zibalbay was about to speak again, Mattai the 
astronoTrier bowed before liim and said : 

Be not angry, but hear me, my lord. You have trav- 
elled far, and you are weary, and a weary man is apt at 
wrath. You tliink that you have been wronged, and, 
doubtless, all tliis that has chanced is strange to you, but 
now is not the time for us to give count of our acts and 
stewardship, or for you to hearken. Best this night ; and 
to-morrow on the pyramid, in the i)resenee of the people, 
all things sliall be made clear to you, and justice bo done 
to all. Welcome to you, Zibalbay, and to you also, Daugh- 
ter of the Heart, — and say, who are these strangers that 
you bring with you from the desert lands across the moun- 
tains ? ” 

Zibalbay paused awhile, looking round him out of the 
corners of his eyes, like a wolf in a trap, for he sought to 
discover the tcmj)cr of tlie nobles. Then, finding that 
there were hut few present whom he could trust to help him, 
he lifted his liead sind answered : 

You arc right, Mattai, I am weary ; for age, travel, and 
the faithlessness of men have worn me out. To-morfow 
those matters sliall be dealt with in the presence of the 
peoide, and there, before the altar, it shall be made known 
whether I am their lord, or you, Tikal. There, too, I will 
tell you who these str^mgers are, and why I have brought 
them across tlie mountains. Until then I leave them in 
your keeping, for your own sake charging you to keep 
them well. ♦Nay, here I will neither eat nor drink. Do 
you come with me,” and he called to certain lords by name 
whom ho knew to be faithful to him. 
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Tlicn, without more words, ho turned and loft the hall, 
followed by a number of the nol)les. 

seems that my father has forgotten mo/^ said l^Hiya, 
wdth a laugli, when he had gone, ‘'(hvoting to you all, 
friends, and to you, my cousin, 'I'ikal, and greeting also to 
your wife, Nahua, who, once my waiting-hwly, by the gift 
, of fortune has now been lifted up to take my plaee and 
title. Whatever may bo the issue of iln^se broils, may you 
be bap‘py in eadi other's love, Tikal ami Nahua.’’ 

Now 'Pikal descended from the throne and bowed before 

her, saying, [ swear to yon, Maya ” 

*‘No'do not swear,” she broke in, “Mait givo mo and 
my friends lierc a cu]) of wine and some fragments from 
yoiir w^edding- feast, for we are liungry. I thank you. 
How beautiful is that bride’s robe which Naliua wears, and 
— ^surely — th<»sc emeralds w<;re once iny own. Well, let her 
take them from me as a wedding-gift. Make room, I pray 
you, Tikal, and suffer these ladies to toll me of their tid- 
ings, for remember that I have waiidca'ed far, and it is 
pleasant to see faces that are dear to me,” 

For awlnle we sat and ate, ov made pretence to cat, while 
Maya talked thus liglitlyaiul all that (iompany wiitclied us, 
for we were W'onderful in their eyes, wlio never till now 
had seen a W'hito man. Indeed, the sight of the seflor, 
auburn-haired, long-bearded, anti wdiite-skiiincd, was so 
marvellous to them, tliat, unlike the eonirnon people, they 
forgot their courtesy and crowded round liim in tlieir 
jimazemeut. Still, there were two wh<r took small note of 
the seflor or of me, and these were 'Fikal, who gazed at 
Maya as he stood behiml her chair serving her lik(^ some 
•waiting slave, and Nahua his wife, who sat silent and 
neglected on her throne, sullenly ‘noting liis every word 
and gesture. At length she could hear this play no longer, 
but, rising from lier seat, began to nu>\e <lown the chamber. 

“ Make room for the bride, ladies,” said Maya. Cousin, 
good-night, jt grows late, and your wife awaits you.” 
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Then, muttering J know not what, Tikal turned and 
went, and side hy side the pair walked down the great 
hall, followed by their guard of soldiers. 

flow beautiful is the bride* and how brave the groom !" 
said Maya, as she watched them go, and yet I have seen 
couples that looked happier on their wedding-day. Well, 
it is time to rest. Friends, good-Aight. Mattai, I leave 
these stiangers in your keeping. Guard them well — and, 
stay, bring them to my apartments to-morrow after they 
have eaten, for if it is my. father s will, I would show them 
something of the city before the hour of noon, when we 
meet upon the tem])le-top.’^ 

When she had gone, Mattai bowed to us with much 
ceremony and begged us to follow him, which we did, 
across tlie courtyard and through many passages, to a 
beautiful chamber, dimly lighted with silver lamps, that 
had been made ready for us. Here were beds covered with 
silken wrappings, and on a table in the <?enlro of the room 
cool drinks and many sorts of fruits, but so tired were we 
that we took little note of these things. 

flidding good-night to Mattai, who looked at us curi- 
ously and annouiu^ed that he would visit us early in the 
morning, we made fast the copper bolts upon the door and 
threw ourselves upon the beds. 

AVeary as 1 was, I could not sleep in this strange place, 
ajid when, from time to time, my eyes closed, the sound of 
feet })a8sing without our chamber door roused me again to 
wakefulness. Of one thing I was sure, that Zibalbay was 
not Avantod liore in bis own city, and that there would be 
trouble on the morrow when he told his tale to the people, 
for certainly Tikal Avould not sulfer himself easily to be 
thnist from the place ho had usurped, and he had many 
friends. Doubtless it was their feet that I lieard outside 
the door as they hurried to and fro from the chamber where 
Mattai sat taking counsel with them. What Avould be our 
fate, 1 wondered, in this struggle for power that*mu6t 
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come ? Tliese people feared strangers — so much I could 
^road in their faces — and doubtless they would be rid o| us 
if they might. Well, we had a good friend in Maya, and 
the rest we must leave to Providence. 

Thinking thus, at length 1 fell asleep, to bo awakened 
by the voice of the scflor, who was sitting upon the edge 
• of his bed, singing a song and looking round the eliamber, 
for now the daylight streamed through the lattices. I 
wished liim goo(l-morrow, and asked him why lie sang. 

“Because of the lightness of my heart.” lie answered. 

AV'e Jiave reached the city at last, and it is far more 
splendid and wonderful than anything I dreamed of. Also 
the luck is with us, for this Tikal luis taken another woman 
in marriage, who, to judge from the look of her, will not 
readily lot him go, and therefore Maya Inis no more to fear 
fixnn him. Thirdly, there is enough treasure in this town, 
if what we saw last niglit may be taken as a ssimple, to 
enable you to establish thr(»<3 Imlian Empires, if you wish, 
and doubtless Zibalhay will give you as much of it as you 
may want. Therefore, friend Igiiatio, you should sing, as 
I do, instead of looking as gloomy as thougli you saw your 
own coffin being brought in at the door.” 

I sliook my head, and answered : 

“ I fviir you speak lightly. There is trouble brewing in 
this city, and we shall be drawn into it, for the struggle 
between Tikal and Zibalbay will be to the death. As for 
tlie Lady Maya, of this I am certain, that — wife or no wife — 
Tikal still loves her and will strive to take her ; I saw it in 
his eyes last night. liustly, it is true enough that hero 
there is boundless wealth ; but wheiber its owners will suffer 
me to have any portion of it, to forward my great purposes, 
— useless though it be to them, — is anotlier matter.” 

“There was a man in the Bible called Job, and he had 
a friend named ^Bliphaz, — I think you are that friend come 
to life again, Ignatio,” answered the seffor, laughing. 
“ For my part, 1 mean to make the best of the present, and 
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not to trouble myself about the future or the politics of 
this benighted people. But hark, there is someone knock- 
ing*at the door.” 

I rose, and undid the bolt, whereon attendants entered 
bearing goblets of chocolate, and little cakes upon a tray. 
After we had eaten, they led us to the baths, which were 
of marble and very beautiful, one of them being filled with 
water from a warm spring, and then to a chamber, where 
breakfast was made ready for us. Wliile we sat at table, 
Mattai came to us, and I saw that ho had not slept that 
nigiit, for his eyes were heavy. 

1 trust that you have rested well, strangers,” he said 
courteously. 

Yes, lord,” I answered. 

“ Well, it is more than I have done, for it is my business 
to watch the stars, especially my own star, which just now 
is somewliat obscured,” and he smiled. If you have 
finished your meal, my commands arc to lead you to the 
apartments of the Lady Maya, who wishes to show you 
something of our city, wliich, being strangers, may interest 
you. By the way, if I do not iisk too much, perhaps you 
will tell me to what race you belong,” and he bowed to- 
wards the seflor. “We have heard of wdiite men here, 
though wo have learned no good of them, and tradition 
tells us that our first ruler, Cucumatz, was of this race. 
Are you of his blood, stranger ? ” 

*•1 do not know,” answered the seflor, laughing. 
come from a cold country far beyond the sea, where all the 
men are as I am.” 

“ Then the inhabitants of that country must be goodly 
to behold,” answered Mattai gravely. “ I thank you for 
your courtesy. Son of the Sea, in answering my question so 
readily. I did not ask it from curiosity alone, since the 
people in tliis city arc terrified of strangers, and clamour 
for some account of you.” 

“ Doubtless our friend Zibalbay will satisfy them,” I said. 
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Oood. Now be pleased to follow mo/’ — and Miittai led 
us across courts and through passages till wo rciujhed a little 
ante-room filled with ancient carvings and decorated vfith 
flowers, where some girls stood chatting. 

‘‘Tell the Lady Maya that her guests await her/’ said 
Mattai, then turned to take his departure, adding, in a low 
.voice, “ doubtless wc shall meet at noon upon the })yraniid, 
and there you will see 1 know not what ; but, whatever be- 
falls, bo sure of this, strangers, that I will protect you if I 
can. Farewell/^ 

One of the girls vanished through a doorway at the fur- 
ther enJ of the chamber, and, having olfcred us seats, tho 
others stood togctliCT at a little distance, watching us out 
of the comers of their eyes. Presently the door opened, 
and through it came Maya, wearing a silken serapo that 
covered her head and shoulders and looking very sweet and 
beautiful in the shaded light of the room. 

“ Greeting, friends/’ she said, as we bowed before lior. 
“ I have my fatlier’s leave to show you sometI)ing of this 
city that you longed so much to see. ’Phese ladies liere will 
accompany us, and a guard, hut we shall want no litters un- 
til we have ascended the great temple, for 1 desire that you 
should sec the view from thence before the place is cum- 
bered with the multitude, (’ome, if you are ready." 

Accordingly we set out, Maya walking between us, while 
her guards and ladies followed after. Grossing the srpuire, 
which had been the scene of tJie festival of tho previous 
night, but now in the early morning w«i!S almost deserted, 
we came to the inclosure of the court-yard of the pyramid, 
a limestone wall w'ork(*d with sculptures of hunting scenes, 
relieved by a border of writhing snakes, and at intefvals by 
emblems of the Heart. At tlie gateway of this wall wo 
paused to contemplate the mighty mass of tlic pyramid that 
towered above us. There is one in the land of Egypt that 
IS bigger, so said the seflor, although he believed this to be 
a more wonderful sight because of its glittering slopes of 
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lijnostono, wliosc expanse was broken only by the vast stair 
thij^t ran up its eiistern face from base to summit. 

“ It is a great building/^ said Maya, noting onr astonish- 
ment, “ and one that could not be reared in these days. 
M'raflition says that tive-and- twenty thousjind men worked 
on it for fifty years — twenty tliousand of them cutting and 
carrying the stone, and five thousand laying the blocks.^' • 

“ Where did the material come from, then ? ” asked the 
sen or. 

Some of it wjis hewn from beneath the base of tlie tem- 
j)le itself/’ she answere<l, but tlie most was borne in 
big canoes from quarries on the mainland, for these quar- 
ries can still be seen.” 

“ Is the pyramid hollow, then I asked. 

Yes, in it are many chaml)ors, for the most part store 
and treasure houses, and beneath its base lie crypts, the 
burying-place of the anitjttrs^ their wives, and children. 
'Inhere also is the Holy Sanctuary of the Heart, which you, 
being of the Brotherhood, may jwu’haps be permitted to visit. 
Come, let us climb the stair,” — and she led us across the 
court-yard to the foot of a stairway forty feet or more in 
breadth, whi<di ran to the platform of the pyramid in six 
fliglits, each of fifty steps, and linked together by resting- 
places. 

Ifj) these flights we toiled slowly, followed by the ladies 
and the guard, till at length our labour wjis rewarded, and 
we stood upon the dizzy edge of the pyramid. Before us 
was a platform bordered by a low wall, large enough to 
give standing room to several thousand people. On the 
western sitle of tliis platform stood a small marble house, 
used as a place to store fuel, and as a watch-tower by the 
priests, wlio were on duty day and night, tending the 
sjiered fire which flared in a brazier from its roof. Sit- 
uated at some distance from this house, and immediately 
in front of it, was a small altsxr wreathed with flowers, but 
for the rest the area was empty. 



/^OlV ZWALBAV CAME HOME 


217 


Look," 8al(l Maya. 

Tho city beneath us was built upon a low, hcart-shapoil 
island, so hollow in its centre that once it might have been 
the crater of some volcano, or perhaps a mere ridge of land 
inclosing a lagoon. This island mcjisured about ten miles 
in length by six across at its widest, and seemed to lloat 
4ikc a huge green leaf upon the lake, the Holy Waters of 
these Indians, of which the cinnimfereneo is so great 
that even from the summit of the 2 )yramid, a few small 
and rocky islets excepted, land was only visible to tho 
north, wlience we had sailed on the j)reviou8 night. Else- 
where the eye met notldng but blue expanses of inland sea, 
limitless and desolate, unrelieved by any sail or sign of 
life. Amidst these waters the island gleamed like an em- 
erald. Here wore gardens fiiled with gorgeous flowers and 
clumps of beautiful palms and willows, framed by banks 
of dense green reeds that grew in the shallows around tlio 
shores. So luxuriant was tho vegetation, fertilised year by 
year with the rich mud of the lake, and so lovely were the 
trees and flowers in the soft liglit of the inornirig, that the 
place seemed like a paradise rather than a honu^^ of men ; 
and as was the island, so was the city that was built upon 
one end of it. 

Following the lines of the land upon which it stood, it 
was heart-shaped — a heart of cold, white rnarbhi lying with- 
in a heart of glowing green. All about it ran a moat filled 
W'ith water from the lake, and on tlie hither side of this 
moat stood a wall fifty feet or more in height, built of great 
blocks of white limestone that formed the bed-ro(jk of tho 
island, which wall was everywhere sc,ul]jtured with allego- 
rical devices and designs, and the gigantic figures of gods. 
Within the oblong of this wall lay the city ; a city of pal- 
aces, pyramids, and temples, or rather the remains of it, 
for we could see at a glance that the population wiis unable 
to keep BO many streets and edifices in repair. Thus palm- 
trees were be found growing through the flat roofs of 
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houses, and in crevices of the temple-pyramids, while many 
of the streets and avenues were green with grass and ferns, 
a liarrow patliway in the centre of them showing how few 
were the feet of tlie passers-by. Even in the great square 
beneath us the signs of traffic were rare, and there was little 
of the bustle of a people engaged in the business of life, 
although tliis very place had been the scene of last night^s. 
feast, and would again soon be filled with men aud women 
flocking to the pyramid. Now and again some graceful, 
languid girl, a reed basket in her liaiid, might be seen vis- 
iting the booths, where rations of lisli from the lake, or of 
meal, fruit, dried venison, and cocoa, were distributed ac- 
cording to thcAvantsof each family. Or perhaps a party 
of men, on their way to labour in tiie gardens, stopped to 
smoke and talk tog('ther in a fashion that showed time to 
be of little value to them. Here and tln^re also a few— a 
very few — children played together with flowers for toys in 
the shadow of the ptilaces, barracks, and store-houses whicli 
bordered the central square ; but this was all, for the rest 
the place seemed empty and asleep. 


CHAPTER XVI 

ON THE 1>YUAMID 

^^Does not the city lie very Ioav ?” I asked of Maya, when 
we had studied the prospect on every side. To my eye 
its houses seem almost upon a level with the Avaters of the 
lake.^^ 

I believe that is so,^^ she answered. Moreover, dur- 
ing those months of the year that are coming, the surface 
of the lake rises many feet, so that the greater part of the 
island is submerged and the water stands about the wall.^^ 
^^llow, then, do you prevent the 'town from being 
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flooded asked tlie scflor. If once the water flowed in, 
the place would vanisli and every soul be drowned.'^ 

Yes, friend, but the waters never rise beyond a certain 
height, and they are kept from flooding the city by the 
great sluice-gate. If tliat gate were to be o])ened in the 
time of inundation, tlien we should perish, every one. Hut 
•it never is opened during those niontlis, for if any would 
leave or enter the city they do so by means of ladders 
leading from the summit of the wall to floating landing- 
stages on the moat beneath. Also niglit and day the gate 
is guarded; moreover, it can bo moved from one place 
only by those that know its secret, avIio arc few.” 

“ It seems a strange jdace to build a city," answered 
the seflor. do not think that I sliould ever sleep sound 
during the months of inundation, knowing that my life 
depended upon a single gate.’’ 

Yet men have slej)! safely here for a thousand years or 
more," she said. Legend tells us that our ancestors wlio 
came up from the coast in ancient days settled on the isl- 
and by command of their gods, choosing this hollow bod 
of land to build in, so that rather than submit themselves to 
foes, as their fathers were forced to do in the country be- 
yond the mountains, they could, if need were, flood the 
]>Iacc and perish in tlie water. For this reason it is Unit 
the holy sanctuary of the TCanielcss god, the Heart of 
Heaven, is hollowed deep in the rock beneath us, for the 
waters of the lake would flow in upon it at a touch, bury- 
ing it and all its treasures from the sighi*of man for ever. 
Now, if you have seen enough, I will take you to visit the 
public workshops where fish is dried, linen woven, and all 
other industries carried on that are necessary to our com- 
•fort," — and, turning, she led the w^ay with her ladies 
towards the head of the stairs. 

As we drew near to it, however, three men appeared 
upon the platform, in one of whom I knew Tikal. Seeing 
Maya he advanced toward her, bowing as he came. 
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“ Lady,’’ ho said, ^Mcarnirig that you were hero with 
those strangers, I liave followed you to beg that you will 
spfcak witli me alone for some few minutes.” 

l^hat r (5anTiot do, cousin,” she answered coldly, for 
who knows what (jolour might afterwards bo put upon my 
words. If you have anything to say to me, say it before 
UK all.” 

That I cannot do,” he replied, for what I have to 
say is secrcit. Still, for your father's sake, and perhaps for 
your own, you will do well to hear it.” 

Without a witness 1 will not listen to you, Tikal.” 

Then, Lady, farewell,” he said, and turned to go. 

Stay, cousin. If you fear to speak before our own 
people, let this stranger — ” and she pointed to me, Ignatio 
— be present at our talk, lie is of our blood, and can 
understand our tongue, a discreet man, moreover, one of 
the Ikethren of the Heart.” 

One of the Brethren of the Heart ? IIow can a stran- 
ger be a Brother of the Heart ? Provo it to me, wan- 
derer.” 

And, drawing me aside, he said certain words, which I 
answered, giving him the signs. 

])o you agree ?” asked Maya. 

Yes, Lady, since I must, though it pleases me little to 
open my mind before a stranger. Let us step apart,” — and 
he walked to the centre of the platform, followed by Maya 
and myself. 

Lady,” he began, ^^my business with you is not easy 
to tell. For many years we were affianced, and both you 
and your father promised that we should be wed when you 

returned from this journey ” 

“ Surely, as things are, cousin, it is needless to discuss 
the matter of our betrothal,” she broke in with sarcasm. 

Not altogether needless, Lady,” ho answered. I have 
much to ask your pardon for, yet I make bold to ask it. 
Maya, you know well that I have loVbd and love you 
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ctearlv, and that no other woman has over been near my 
heart/’ 

‘‘ Indeed/’ she said with a laugh, these words sound 
strange in the mouth of the new-made husband of Naliiia. ” 
i^erhaps, Lady, and yet they are true. 1 am marrietl 
tt> Nahua^ but 1 do not love licr, though she loves me. It 
h you whom I love, and when I saw you yesterday all my 
heart went out to you, so that 1 almost hatcil the fair 
bri<le at my side/’ 

Why, then, did you marry her ? ” 

Because I must, and because I believed you dead, and 
your father with you, as did every man in the city. You 
and Zibalbay being dead, as 1 thought, was it wonderful 
that I should wish to keep the jdaee that many were plot- 
ting to take from me ? This could bo done in one way 
only, by the help of Mattai, the most clever and the most 
powerful man in the city, and this was Mattai’s pri(jo, that 
his daughter should become the Lady of the Heart. AYell, 
she loved mo, she is beautiful, and she Jias her father’s 
strength and foresight, so that jimong all the ladies in the 
land there was none more fitted to be my wife.” 

Well, and you married her, and then^’s an end. You 
ask my forgiveness, and you have it, seeing that it docs not 
befit me to play the part of a jealous woman. Doubtless 
time will soften the blow to me, Tikal,” slie added, mock- 
ingly. 

There is not an end, Maya, and I come to ask you to- 
day to renew your promise that you will my wihi.” 

What, cousin ! Having broken your troth, would you 
now offer me insult ? Do you then propose that T, the 
Daughter of the Heart, should be Mahua’s handmaid ?” 

No, I propose that when Nahua is put away you should 
take her place and your own.” 

** How can this be, seeing that the Lady of the Heart 
cannot be divorced 

If she ceases to be the Lady of the Heart she can be 
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divorced like any other woman ; at the least, love has no 
laws, and I will find a way/^ 

^ The way of death, perhaps. No, I will have none of 
you. Honour has laws, Tikal, if love has none. Go back 
to your wife, and pray that she may never learn how you 
would have tretited her.” 

Is tliat your last word. Lady ? ” 

Why do you ask ? ” 

^^llccaiise more hangs on it than you know. Listen: 
Very soon all the men in the city will be gathered on this 
place to hear your father s words, and to decide whether he 
or 1 shall rule. Sec, already they assemble in the temple 
square. Promise to be my wife, and in return I will yield 
to your father and he shall be master for his lifers days and 
liave his way in all things. Refuse, and I will cling to 
poAyer, and matters may go badly for him, for you, and; — ” 
he added threateningly, for these strangers, your friends.” 

“ All this must befall as it chances,” she answered 
proudly, do not meddle with such questions, nor do 
your threats move me. If you are so base as to plot mis- 
chief against an old man who has poured benefits upon you, 
plot on, and iii duo time meet with your reward, but for 
myself I tell you that I have done with you, and that, come 
what may, I will never be your wife.” 

‘M^erhaps you may yet live to hike back those words. 
Lady,” he said in a quiet voice ; then, with a low obeisance, 
ho turned and went. * 

You have made a dangerous enemy, Lady,”I said, when 
he was out of ejirshot. 

I do not fear him, Ignatio.” 

That is well,” I answered, '^but for my part I do. I 
think that his plans are ready, and that before this da^ is 
done there will be trouble. Indeed, I shall be thankful if 
we live to see to-morrow^s light.” 

By this time w^e had reached the others. 

Are you weary of waiting ?” she said to the Befior^ 
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giving him a sweet look as she spoke. Well, I should 
have been happier here than I was yonder. Give me your 
hand and lead mo down the stair, for I am tired. Ah, 
friend, did you but know it, I have just dared more for 
your sake than I should have done for my own." 

What have you dared ?" he iisked. 

That you will learn in due time, if we live long enough, 
friend," she answered, “but, oh! I would that we had 
never set foot within this city." 

Two hours had passed, and, following in the train of Zi- 
balbay and Maya, who walked beside liini, once more we 
found ourselves upon the summit of the pyramid. Now, 
liowever, it was no longer empty, for on it wore eolleeted 
men to the number of some thousands ; indeed, all tho 
adult male population of the city. On one side of the altar 
wefc seated Tikal, his bride Nahua, who wjis the only 
woman there, and some hundreds of nobles, all of whom, 1 
noted, were armed and guarded by a body of soldiers that 
stood behind them. On the other side were many vacant 
places ; and as Zibalbay, with Maya and all the great com- 
pjmy of followers that he had gathered, advanced to take 
them, Tikal and every man present on the pyramid un- 
covered their heads and bowe<l in greeting to him. 

After a few moments' pause, two priests came forward 
from the watch-house behind the altar, and, having laid 
upon it an oflEering of fresh flow^ers, the elder of tliem, who 
waif robed in pure white, uttered a shorl prayer to tlie 
Nameless god, the Heart of Heaven, asking that he would 
be pleased to accept* the gift, and to send a blessing upon 
the deliberations of his people here assembled. Then 
Zibalbay rose to address the multitude, and I noted that 
his fierce face was pale and anxious, and that his hand 
. shook, although his eyes flashed angrily : 

Nobles and people of the City of the Heart," he began, 
^^on this day^a year ago, I, your hereditary ruler and 

• R 
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taciquCy and the high-priest of the Hc«art of Heaven, left 
this city on a certain mission. This was my mission : To 
firifi the severed portion of the sacred symbol that lies in 
the sanctuary of the temple, the portion that is called 
Day, which has been lost for many an age. You know 
that our race has fallen upon evil times, and tliat, year by 
year, our numbers dwindle, till at lci)gth the end of the, 
people is in sight, seeing that within some few generations 
tliey must die out and be forgott(*n. ^'oii know also the 
ancient prophecy, tliat when once more tlie two halves of 
the Symbol of the Heart, Day and >iiglit, arc laid side by 
side, in their place upon the altar in the sanctuary, then, 
from that hour, this poo])le sliall grow great again ; and 
you know how a voice spoke to me, in answer to my pray- 
ers, bidding me, Zibalbay, to wander forth from the 
country of the Heart, following the road to the sea, for 
there 1 should find that which was lost. 

Thither, then, having won the permission of my Coun- 
cil, the Brotherhood of the Heart, I have wandered alone 
with my daughter, the Lady Maya, suffering much hard- 
ship and danger in my journcyings, and lo ! I have found 
that which w'lis lost, and brought it back to you, for here 
it hangs upon the neck of this Ignatio, >vho has accom- 
panied me from the lands beyond the desert.^^ 

Now a murmur of astonishment went up from the mul- 
titude, and Zibalbay paused awhile. 

Of this matter of the finding of the symbol,” he con- 
tinued, I will speak more fully at -the proper time, and 
to those who liave a right to hear it, namely, to the elected 
Brotherhood of the Heart, in the holy Sanctuary, on the 
day of the Kising of AlTaters, being one of the eight days 
in each year on which it is lawful for the Council of the 
Heart to meet in the Sanctuaiy. But first in this hour I 
will deal with other questions. 

It is known to yo.u that, when I went upon my mis- 
sion, 1 left my nephew Tikal to sit in my .place, it being 
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agreed between ns and the Council that if I should return 
no more within two years ho should become cacique of the 
people. I have returned within one year, and I find tKis : 
Tliat already he has allowed himself to bo anointed m- 
cique, and more, that he, who was affianced to my daugh- 
ter, has taken another woman to be his wife. Last night, 
with my own ears I heard him proclaim his treachery in 
*the hull of the palace, and when I spoke out the bitterness 
that was in my heart, I, your lord, was met with threats, 
and told that Tikal, liaving been anointed, could not 
now be deposed. I use the saying against him. Nobles, 
have I not been anointed, and ruled over you and tho 
people for many years, and can 1 tlien be deposed, — I, who 
am not a traitor to my master, nor a fors wearer of my 
oaths, as is rny nephew yonder ? 

Again he paused, and some of th(» audience, with those 
who had accompanied Zibalbay, shouted “No;” but tho 
most of them looked towards Tikal and were silent. Now 
Mattai rose from his ])lace Indiind ^Pikal and spoke, saying : 

“As one who had to do with the anointing of 1'ikal to 
be cacique when we believed you and the Lady IMaya to 
be dead, I would Jisk you, Zibalbay, before we on this side 
of the altar answer you, to tell us openly what is the mean- 
ing of this journey that you have undertaken, and for 
what purpose you have brought these two strangers, who 
are named Ignatio and Son of the Sea, with you, in defi- 
ance of the aneient law, which says that ho who brings a 
stranger across the mountains into the laiiM of tho City of 
the Heart shall die, together with the strangesr,” 

Now, when Zibalbay heard this question he stjirted, for 
he had forgotten this law, and saw the cunning trap that 
Mattai had spread for his feet. Nevertheless he answ(u*ed 
boldly, since it Wiis his nature to be outspoken and straigiit-* 
forward. 

' “ It becomes yon ill, Mattai, to question me, — ^you who 
have proved yourself a jdotter and a lying prophet, reading 
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in the stars that I and my daughter were dead, while wo 
still draw the breath ol life beneath them. Yet I will an- 
swer you, and, scorning subterfuge or falsehood, set out 
the whole matter in the hearing of the people, that they 
may judge between me, your party, and your master. 
First, I will say that I had forgotten the law of which you 
speak, wlicreof I have broken the letter, or, if at any time 
1 remembered it, my necessities caused me to disregard it. 
Ijcarn, then, that the stranger Ignatio is of royal Indian 
blood, and tlie holder of that symbol which I went forth to 
seek, and that the white man whom you call Son of the 
Sea is as a brother to him, and that both of them are of 
tlie fellowship of the Heart, the Lord Ignatio being no 
less a man than the master of the order in yonder lands, tis 
1 am here. This Lord Ignatio I summoned to me, and ho 
came. He came, and with his companion, Son of the Sea, 
saved me and my daugliter from shame and death at the 
hands of certain murderers, white men. Then, when we 
laid escaped, we tried each other, and laid the symbols side 
by side, and, lo ! Day and Night came together and they 
were one. Then, also, I told liim the story of how it hap- 
pened that I was wandering far from my own jdace, and ho 
told me what was his purpose and the desire of his life. 

“ This is his purpose — to break the yoke that the white 
man has set upon the neck of the Indians in the far lands, 
and to build up a miglity Indian nation' stretching from 
sea to sea, whereof this city. Heart of the World, shall 
be the centre and the capital. Then we made a com- 
pact together, a compact that cannot be broken, and it 
was this : That the Lord Ignatio, with the white man, his 
companion, from whom he will not be separated, should 
accompany us hero, where the symbols should be set iu the 
appointed place, that the prophecy may be fulfilled and 
fortune return to us : That I should give to him so much . 
as he may need of the treasures which lie useless in our 
storehouses, wherewith he may arm trolops and bring about 
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his ends, and that in return ho sliould bring to ns what we 
need far more tlian gold and gems — ^men and women \yth 
wliom we may intermarry, so that our race, ceasing to 
dwindle, may once again multiply and grow great. 

“ Such, nobles, is our compact, and this is the path which 
the god who rules us has pointed out for our feet to tread. 
•Accept it and grow great — refuse it and perish. For know 
that not for myself do I s])eak, wlio am old and near to 
death, but for you and your posterity for ever. Be not 
])ewildored or amazed, for, though these things are new to 
you, it may well chance that after the Council of the Heart 
lias been celebrated in the Sanctuary on the night of tho 
Uising of Waters, the god whom we worslii}), the Name- 
less god under whose guidance all tliese things have 
come about, will reveal liis puriiose by the mouth of his 
oracle, and show what jiart these strangers and each of us 
shall play in tho fate that is to bo. Oil ! nobles, and iny 
people, let not your sight be dimmed nor your heart hard- 
ened, and put not away the fortune and tho future that lie 
before you. I have dare<l much for your sake ; dare a 
little fur your own. Shut your cars and your gates and 
rise in rebellion against me, and I tell you that soon there 
shall remain of you and of your glorious homo scarcely a 
memory ; but he gentle and be guided liy my Avisdom and 
the Avill of your gods, and your fame and j)ower shall cover 
the world ; ay ! you shall be to what you were as is the siin 
in all its glory to some faint and fading star. I have 
spoken — now clioose.^' 

lie ceased and for a while there Avas silences the silence 
of amaze, for tho nobles stared eacli on each, and such of 
the common people as were within earshot stood gaping at 
him with open months, since to them who did not meddle 
in matters of polity, and, indeed, thought little for tliein- 
selves, his words had small meaning. Presently it was 
broken, and by Tikal, who sprang from his seat and cried 
aloud : 
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Of a truth they were wise who said that this old man 
waij mad. Have you heard and understood, 0 people of 
the Heart ? This is what you must do to fulfil the will of 
Zibalbay : First, you must set him in liis place again, giv- 
ing liim all power, and me you must condemn to death or 
cliuins ; next, you must pardon him his broaches of the law, 
— the law that he of all men was bound to keep. Then you* 
must hand over your treasures — the treasures hoarded by 
your forefathers for many a generation — to these wandering 
thieves whom he has brought with him ; and, lastly, you 
must open your gates, which have been kept secret for a 
tiiousand years, to other thieves that they shall lead here, to 
whom, forsootli, you must give your women in marriage 
that the race may be increased. 8ay, will you do these 
things, children of the Heart 

Now all tlie nobles who stood behind Tikal shouted 
“ Never ! and the ])eople beyond took up the cry with a 
voice of thunder, though the most of tliem understood 
little of what w^as passing. 

Tikal held up his hand, and there was silence. 

You will not do them," he said, and base indeed were 
you had you answered otherwise. AVhat, tlicn, w ill you do ? 
Tell me, first, w'hoin do you choose as your ruler, my uncle, 
who now is mad and would bring you to shame and ruin ; 
or me, who have sworn to preserve your ancient laws ? " 

‘MV^e choose you, Tikal, Tikal ! " came tlio answer. 

thank you," he cried, ••but what then shall be done 
with this old man, and those whom he has brought with 
him to spy out our secrets and to rob us ?" ^ 

Kill them before the altar!" they shouted, W'aving 
their swords. 

Tikal thought for a moment, then pointed towards us 
and said, 

*• Seize these men." 

At his word a hundred or more of the nobles, who evi- 
dently had been instructed to execute his Orders, rushed 
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at ns suddenly. As tlicy came across the open space 1 saw 
the scflor put his hand to his belt, and said to liim : 

*^For the love of God! do not strike, for should «you 
touch one of them they will certainly kill us.^’ 

That they will do in any case, — but as you wish," he 
answered. 

Tlion they broke on us. As they came, all those nobles 
who had followed Zibalbay to the crest of the pyramid 
gave way before their rush, leaving tlie three of us and 
the Lady Maya standing alone. 

‘‘ Cowards ! " said Zibalbay, glancing behind liirn. Then 
he <lrew his maolieie and with a shout cut down the fore- 
most of those who assailed us — a great noble. In another 
instant the weapon was struck from him, and the scHor 
and I were being dragged towards the altar, followed by 
Zibalbay and the Lady Maya, upoji wliom, however, our 
assailants laid 110 hand. 

“ What shall we do with these men Y " cried Tikal again. 

And again the nobles answered, *• Kill them !" 

Ho they thiw us down, and men came at us with swords 
to make an end of us, which imleed they would have done 
quickly, liad not the Lady Maya sprung forward, and, stand- 
ing over the seflor, cried, “ Hold ! " in so piercing a voice 
that they stayed their liands. 

“ Listen, people of the Heart," she said, “ wouhl you do 
murder upon your own holy altar, staining it witli the blood 
of innocent men ? You talk of broken laws. Is there not 
a law in the city that noii§ can he put to ’death except after 
trial before the his Council Y Have these men 

been tried, and whom Y You say that my father, 

your lawful ruler, is deposed. If that is so, not Tikal, but 
I, who am his heir, rule in his stead, and I ]iav>.* f»9i3sed no 
judgment on them." 

Now at her words there was a murmur of mingled doubt 
and applause, but Tikal answered her, saying : 

l^dy, the law you quote holds good for you, for your 
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father, and for every citizen of the Heart, however humble ; 
but in the case of these men it does not hold, for they are 
wandering strangers and spies, who can claim no protection 
from our justice, and therefore it is right that they should 
die.” 

It is not right that they should die,” she answered pas- 
sionately. “ You, Tikal, have usurped iny father s place, 
and now you would celebrate the beginning of your rule by 
a deed of the foulest murder. I tell you that these men are 
iniiocoiit of all offence. If any are guilty it is my father and 
I, and if any should suffer wo should suthn*. More,” she 
went on, with flasl ling eyes, if these men to whom we have 
sworn safe-conduct must die, then for my part I will' die 
with tliem, and whether I pass by your hands or by my own, 
may the curse of my blood rest upon you for ever and for 
ever.” 

As she spoke she snatched a knife from her jewelled 
girdle, and stood before them, its bare blade glittering in 
the sunlight, looking so beautiful and fierce that the nobles 
fell back from her, and hundreds of the people apidauded, 
saying : 

""Hoar tlic Lady Maya, and obey her. She is cacique, 
and no other.” 

Now Zibalbay, who had covered his eyes with his hands, 
looked up and said : 

You are right, daughter. Since the people reject us, 
and wo cannot even protect our guests, it is best that we 
should die with them,” and once more he covered his eyes 
wdth his hands. ^ ^ 

Then there came a pause and a sound of whispering. I 
looked up between the sword-blades which were pointed at 
my throat, and saw that Nahua was standing at the side of 
her lord, and pleading with him. They were so close to 
me that my hearing, always keen, being sharpened more- 
over by tlie fear of instant death, enabled me to catch some 
of their talk. 
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She will do what she says," said Nahna» and that will 
be yolir ruin ; for if her father is hated, she is beloved, jjiid 
many will arise to avenge her." 

Why should she kill herself becMiuse of a white wander- 
er ?" he asked. 

Nahua shrugged her shoulders, and smiled darkly, as she 
.sinswered : 

“ Who can tell ; he is her friend, and women have been 
known to give tlieir lives for their friends. Do as you will, 
but if Maya dies 1 do not think that we shall live to see 
another dawn," and, leaving his side, she souglit her chair 
again. 

Now Tikal looked at the scflor, wlio was stretched upon 
the ground beside me, and seeing that there was hate in his 
eyes I trembled, thinking that the eiul had come, tlieji 
turned my head aside, and began to commend my soul to 
the care of Heaven. As 1 i)rayed he spoke, addressing him- 
self to Maya : 

‘^^Lady," ho said, ‘^you have appealed to the law on behalf 
of these wanderers, of your father, and of yourself, and by 
the law you shall be dealt with. To-morrow the judges 
shall be chosen, and hold their court here before the 
people." 

It cannot be, Tikal," she answered calmly, there is but 
one court which can try us four, all of whom are Brethren 
of the Heart, and that is the Council of tlie Heart sitting 
in the Sanctuary, which assembles on Hu* eighth day from 
now, on the night of the llising of AVaters. Is it not so, 
nobles ? " 

If you are of the number of the Brethren of the Heart, 
all of you, it is so," they answered. 

So be it," said Tikal ; but till then I must holdyou in 
safe-keeping. Will it please you to follow Mattai, Lady, 
and you, my Lord Zibalbay. Guards, bring these men to 
the watch-house yonder, and keep them there till I come to 
you.” 
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Maya bowed, and, turning to the audience, she said in a 
clear voice, Farewell, my people. If we are seen no more 
you will know that my father and I have been done to 
death by Tikal, who has usurped our place, and to you I 
leave it to take vengeance for our blood." 


CHAPTER XVII 

THE OUKSE OF ZIBALBAY 

Thankful enough was I to rise from the ground feeling 
my life whole in me. 

“ Death luis been near to us," said the seflor with some- 
tliing between a sob and a laugh, as we followed Zibalbay 
and Maya into the guard-house. 

‘‘ He is near to us still," 1 answered, “ hut at least, un- 
less Tikal changes his mind, wo have won some days of 
respite." 

“Thanks to her," he said, nodding towards Maya, and 
as ho spoke >ve entered the guanh-liouse, a small chamber 
with a massive door, somewhat rouglily furnislied. 

So soon as we were in, the tloor was shut upon us, and 
we found ourselves alone. Zibalbay sat himself down, and, 
fixing his eyes upon the wall, stared at it as though it 
offered no hiiidranoe to liis sight, but tlie rest of us stood 
together near the door, listening to the turmoil of the mul- 
titude without. Clearly argument ran high among them, 
for we eould hear the sound of angry voices, of shouting, 
and of the hurrying footfalls of the people leaving the 
pyramid by way of the great stair. 

You have saved our lives for a while, for which we owe 
yon thanks," said the seflor to Maya presently, but tell 
me, what will they do with us now ? " 
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I cannot say/^ she answered, but in this })yramid are 
chambers where we sliall be hidden away until our daj' of 
trial. At the least I think so, for tliey dare not lot us out 
among the people, lest we Bhould cause a tumult in the 
city.” 

Before the words had left lior lips the door w'as opened, 
• and through it came I'ikal, Mattai, and other of the great 
lords wlio were liostile to Zibalbay. 

^'^AVliat is your pleasure with us?” asked Zibalbay, 
awaking from liis dream. 

“ 'riiat you should follow me,” answered ^Pikal sternly, 

you and the others,” — adding, with a low bow to Maya, 

forgive me, Lady, that 1 must exercise this violeiuje 
towards you and your father, but J have no other choice 
if I would save you from the veugcaiiee of the ])eoplc.” 

It is not the vengeance of the i)eo|)le that we have to 
fear, Tikal,” she answered quietly, ** hut rather your 
Inite. ” 

“ Which it is in your power to appeasi*, lady,” lie said in 
a low voice. 

It may bo in my power, but it is not in my will,” she 
answered, setting her l^s. ^‘(!ome. cousin, take ns to the 
dungeon that you have j>repared for us.” 

As yon wish,” he said ; “follow me.” And lie led the 
way across the guard-house, through a shu‘j)ing-<'hamber of 
the priests that lay bcdiiud it, to the further wall that was 
hidden by a curtain. 

This curtain, on being drawn, revealed a small stone 
door, whicli Mattai, having first lit some lamjis tliat stood 
ready in the cliamber, unhieked with a key which hung at 
his girdle. One by one we passed through the door, Tikal 
preceding us, and Mattai, with others of the great lords, to 
the number of six, following after us. Beyond the door 
lay a flight of twenty steps, then came a gate of copper 
bars. On the farther side of this gate were flight upon 
flight of ste'^s, joined together by landings, and running. 
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now in this direction now in that, into the bowels of the 
mighty pyramid. At length, when my limbs were weary 
of descending so many stairs, we found ourselves in front 
of other gates, larger and more beautifully worked than 
those that we had already passed. Presently they clanged 
behind us, and we stood in a vast apartment or hall that 
was built in the heart of the pyramid. It would seem that 
this hall had been made ready for our coming, for it was 
lighted with ninny silver lamps, and in one part of it rugs 
M'ere laid and on theni stood tables and seats. So great was 
the place Unit the light of the lamps shone in it only as 
stars shine in the sky, still, as we passed down it, we saw 
that its roof was vaulted, and that its walls and floor were 
of white marble finely iiolislicd. Once, as we learned after- 
wards, it had served as the assembly-rooms for the priests 
of tluj temple, but now that they were so few it was not 
used, (jxcept from time to time as a prison for offenders of 
liigli rank. At intervals along its length were doors load* 
ing to sleeping and other chambers. Some of the doors 
were open, and as we passed them Mattai told us that these 
were to be our bed-chambers. Then, having announced 
that food would be brought to us, the nobles, headed by 
'J'ikal, withdrew, and we lieard the copi)er gates clash and 
the echo of their footsteps die into nothingness ui)on the 
endless stairs. 

For a while we stood shiring at ea<*h other in silence. It 
was Zibalbay who broke it, and his voice rang strangely in 
the vaulted idace. 

“ It is his hour now," he said, shaking his fists towards 
the stair by which Tikal had left us, “but let him pray 
that mine may never come," and suddenly he turned and, 
walking to a couch, flung himself upon it and buried his 
face in his hands. 

Maya followed him and, bending down, strove to comfort 
him, but he waved her away and she came back to us. 

“This is a gloomy place," said the seflor, in a half 
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whisper, for here one scarcely dared to speak aloud because 
of the echoes that ran about tlio walls, “ but, dark though 
it is, it seems safer than the summit of the pyramid, where 
sword-points are so many,” and ho pointed to a little cut 
upon his tliroat- 

It is safe enough,” Maya answered, with n bitter laugh, 
“ and safely w'ill it keep our bones till the world’s end, for 
* through those gates aiid the men that guard them there is 
no escape, and the deatli that threatened us in the sunshine 
shall overtake us in the sluwlow. Did 1 not warn you 
against this mad <{uest and the seeking of the (‘ity of rny 
people ?' I warned you both, and you would not listen, and 
now the trouble is at hand and your lives will pay the for- 
feit for your ftilly and my father’s.” 

“^What must be, must bo,” answered the soflor with a 
sigh, but for my part I hoj)e that the worst is past and 
that they will not kill us. It was your father^s nishness 
which brought those evils on us, and perhaps misfortune 
may teach liiiii wisdom.” 

Mover,” shcansweivd, shaking her head, for they arc 
right ; on this matter he is mad, as you, Ignatio, arc mad 
also, (kune, let us look at our ])rison, for I have not seen 
it till this hour,” and, taking one of the hand-lamps that 
stood near, she w\Hlked down the length of the hall. At its 
further end were gates similar to those by whioh we had 
entered, and through them came a draught of air. 

Where do they lead ? ” I asked. 

^^I do not know,” she answered, “ perhaps to the Sanc- 
tuary by a secret wayv- At least the pyramid is full of these 
chambers, that in old days were used for many things, such 
as the storage of com and w^capons, and the burying-i>hujcs 
of priests, thousands of whom arc at rest within it. Now 
they are empty and deserted.” 

As we walked back again I stopped before a wooden 
door that stood ajar, leading into one of the chambers of 
which I have spoken. 
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Lot us go in,” said Maya, pushing it open, and we en- 
tered, to find ourselves in a small room lined with shelves. 
On jiliose shelves, eacli of which was numbered, lay hundreds 
of rolls thickly covered with dust. Maya took up one of 
them at a hazard and unrolled the parchment, revealing a 
manuscript beautifully executed in the picture-painting of 
the Indians. 

“ I'his innat bo nearly a thousand years old,” she siiid ; 

I know it by the style of the painting. Well, we shall 
not lack history to read while wc sojourn here,” and she 
throw the pri(;eless roll back on to its shelf and left the 
cliarnbor. 

A few steps f urtlior on we came to another room of which 
tlie door was closed, but so rotten was the woodwork with 
ago that a [)iish freed it from its fastenings, and wx entered, 
llcrc also there were shelves, ijaeked some of them with 
yellow and some with white bars of metal. 

Copper and lead,” said the seflor glancing at them. 

Not so,” answered Maya with a laugh, but that which 
you white men covet, gold and silver. Look w’hat is painted 
above the shelves,” and she held up tlic lamp and read : 
'^Pure metal from the southern mines, set apart for the 
service of the Temple of the Heart, and of the Temples of 
the Eiust and West. Of gold — such a weight ; of silver — 
such a weight.” 

T stared and my eyes grew greedy, for here in this one 
room, neglected and forgotten, was enough wealth to carry 
out my purpose three times over, stored tliere by the fore- 
fathers of this strange rust-eaten race. Ah, if only I could 
see one lialf of it safe across the mountains, how great 
might be my future and that of the i)eople which I lived 
to serve. 

Perhaps you may w'in it after all, Ignatio,” said Maya, 
interpreting my thoughts, but, to be frank, I fear that 
yon will gain nothing except a sepulchre in these gloomy 
vaults.” 
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After this we visited several chambers that were empty, 
or filled only with the wreck of moth-eaten tapestries and 
curious furnitures, till at length we came to a rooin^ or 
rather a largo cupboard, piled from floor to celling with 
golden vessels of the most quaint anil ancient workman- 
ship, w'hich had been discarded by the priests and cast 
aside as worthless, — why, I do not know. In front of this 
gleaming pile stood a chest, unlocked, that the seflor 
o])encd. It was jaieked with jiricstly ornaments of gold, 
set with great emeralds, Mava i^icked out a belt from the 
box and gave it to me, saying : 

“ '.rake it, Ignat io, since vou love siicli trinkets. It will 
set otY that robe of yours.” 

1 took it and ])ut it on, not over my rohe, but heneatli it. 
My friend, it is the clasp of that belt, which now is yours, 
that I showed you a while ago, and with the price of 
tlie other gems in it I bought this hnrii>}Hl(t and all its 
lands. 

AVearied at length by the sight of so much nsi'less treas- 
ure, we returned to Ziliallniy, wdio was seated as wi^ had 
left him, lost in thought. 

At this moment the gates of our ])rlson were opened, and 
men came through them, escorted by captains of the 
guard, bringing with them food in plenty, which they set 
upon the table, waiting on ns while we ate, hut speaking no 
word, good or bad. Our meal fitiished, tliey cleared away 
tlie fragments, and, having replenislicd the lamps and pre- 
pared the cliambers for us to sleo]> in, tlif\y bowed and left 
us. For a wdiile we sat round the table, Zihalhiiy and 1 in 
silence, and Maya and the seflor talking togedhor in a low 
voice, till at length the dreariness of the phie.e overcame 
us, and, as though ])y a common impulse, we rose, and 
sought the slccpijig-vaults, there to rest, if we might. 

AVe slept, and woke, and rose agjiin. though Avhether it 
was night or day here, where no light came, W'o could not 
tell ; indeed, as time went on, our only means of distin- 
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guishing the one from the other was by the visits oi those 
who brouglit our food and waited on us. 

J think it must have been in the early afternoon of the 
day following that on which we were imprisoned, that 
Tikal visited us, accompanied only by four guards. 

small band/’ said the sefior as he watched them 
advance, but enough to put us to death, who are un- 
armed” (for all our weapons had been taken from us), 
if such should be their will.” 

Have no fear, friend,” said Maya, ^^they will not do 
murder so openly.” 

By now Tikal stood before us, bowing, and Zibalbay, 
who as usual wjis seated brooding at the table, looked up 
and saw him. 

What do you seek, traitor?” ho asked angrily, the 
blood Hushing beneath his withered skin. Would you 
kill us ? If so, slay on, for thus shall I come the sooher 
to the bosom of that god whose vengeance I call down upon 
you.” 

I am no murderer, Zibalbay,” answered Tikal with 
dignity. you die, it will be by the command of the 

law that you have broken, and not by mine. I am here 
to speak with you, if you will come apart with me.” 

Then speak on before these others, or leave your words 
unsaid,” ho answered, ^^for not one step will I stir with 
you, who doubtless seek some opportunity to stab me in 
the back.” 

Yet it is necessary that you should hear what I have 
to say) Zibalbay.” 

Say on then, traitor, or go.” 

Tikal thought for a while, looking doubtfully at Maya, 
from whose fair face, indeed, he rarely took his eyes. 

Is it your wish that I should withdraw ? ” she asked 
sliortly. 

It is not mine,” said Zibalbay ; stay where you are, 
daughter.” 
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Now Tikal hesitated no longer, but, bidding the guards 
who had accompanied him to fall back out of earshot, he 
said : * 

Listen, Zibalbay ; yesterday, before the gathering on 
the pyramid, I saw your daugliter, the Laxly Maya, and 
spoke with her, telling her that now, as always, I loved 
Jier, although, believing her to be dead, for reitsons of 
state I had taken another woman to be rny wife. Then I 
made her this oiler : That if she would consent to become 
my wife I would put away Nahua, whom I had married. 
Moreover^ I added this, that I would give uj) my place as 
cacique to you, Zibalbay, whose it is by right, to hold for so 
long as you should live, and would not oppose you or your 
policy in any matter. I told her, on the other hand, that 
if she refused to become iny wife, 1 would surrender noth- 
ing, but would put out my strcJigth to crush you and her 
and these strangers, your friends. She answered me with 
contempt, saying that I might do my worst, but she would 
have naught to say to me. What happened af terwardjS you 
know, Zibalbay, and you know also the danger in which 
you stand to-day, now that 'power has left you, and your 
very life trembles in the balance. 

He paused, and Zibalbay, who had been listening to his 
words amazed, turned to Maya and said sternly : 

Does this man speak lies, daughter ? ” 

As she was about to answer, — though what she meant to 
say I do not know, — Tikal broke in : 

“ What is the use of asking her, Zibalbay ? Is it to be 
thought that she will answer you trul}^ though that I 
speak truth this wanderer who sbiiids at your side can bear 
witness, for he was present and heard my words. This 
offer I made to her, and, that it may be put beyond a 
doubt, now 1 make it to her and to you again. If she will 
take me in marriage, for her sake I will put away Nahua ; 1 
will lay down my rule and set you in your place again, with 
liberty, so long as you shall live, to work such follies as the 

s 
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gods may suffer. All these things 1 will do because I love 
lier to wliom 1 have been affianced from my youth up, bet- 
ter *than them Jill, because she is as tlic light to mine eyes 
and the breath to my nostrils, and without her I have no 
joy in life, as I have had none since 1 believed her to be 
dead." 

Zibalbay heard, and, rising, lifted his hand to the vault, 
above him, and said : 

‘‘ 1 thank thee, 0 god, who, in answer to my prayers, 
hast shown me a way of escape from the troubles that be- 
set me. Tikal, it shall be as you wish, and wc will swear 
our peace upon the altar of the Heart. Doubtless there 
will be trouble with Mattai and some of his following, but 
if we stand together they can be overcome. Rejoice with 
me, Ignatio, my friend, for now the seed that wo have 
planted with so much labour shall bring forth golden 
fruit." 

Here I heard the soffor groan with doubt and wrath be- 
hind mo, and knew tliat, like so many others, this vision 
which filled my mind with glory must be brought to noth- 
ing because of the fancy of a woman. 

‘‘Your pardon, Zibalbay," I interrupted, “the Lady 
Maya has not si)oken." 

“ Spoken 1” he exclaimed. “Why, what should she 
say ?" 

“ What I said to my cousin Tikal yesterday," she an- 
swered, setting her lips, and sjHmking very low, — “ that I 
will have nothing to do with him." 

“ Nothing to do with him, girl ! Nothing to do with 
him ! Why ho is your affianced ; you do not under- 
stand ? " 

“ I uTiderstond well, father, but for naught that can be 
offered to me upon the earth will I give myself in mar- 
riage to a man who has treated you and me as my cousin 
Tikal has done. — a man who could pot keep his oath to 
you, or wait for me one single year." 
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Cease to be foolish/^ «ikl Zibulbay. “ Tikal has 
erred, no doubt ; but now he would make atonement for 
his error, and if I can forgive him, so can you. Thinl? no 
more of tlie girl’s folly, ’rikal, but send for ink and parcli- 
mont and let us set down our contract, for I am old and 
have little time to lose ; and perhaps, before another year is 
.gone, that which you would have snatched by force shall 
come to you by right/^ 

have the paper here, lord,” said 1’ikal, dmwing a 
roll from his breast ; “ but, pardon me, does the Lady 
Maya consent ? ” 

‘‘ Aye, aye, slie consents.” 

I do not consent, father, and if you drag me to the 
altar with yonder man, I will cry out to the ])Oople to pro- 
tect me, or, failing their aid, 1 will seek refuge in death, — 
by my own hand if need he.” 

Now Zibalbay turned upon his daughter, trembling with 
rage, but, checking hinisedf of a Kiulden, he said : 

** Tikal, for the moment this girl of mine is mad ; leave 
us, and come back in some few hours, when you shall lind 
her of another mind. Go now, I i)ray, before words aro 
said that cannot be forgotten.” 

Tikal turned and went, and, until tli(! gates at the far 
end of the liall had clashed behind him and his guards, 
there was silence. 

Tlien Zibalbay spoke to liis daughter. 

Girl,” he said, I know your heart and tliat your lips 
spoke a lie, when you told us that it washecause of TikaFs 
forgetfulness of his vow and troth that you will not marry 
him. There is another reason of which you have not 
spoken. This white man, wlio in his own country is 
named Janies Strickland, is tlui reason. You have suf- 
fered yourself to look on him with longing, and you can- 
not pluck his im^e from your breast. Do 1 not speak 
tr/th?” 

**.Yo« speak truth, father,” she answered, placing her 
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liand in that of the seflor as she said the words. ^^To 
you, at least, I will not lie." 

^ I thank you, daughter. Now, hear me ; I am sorry 
for your plight and for that of the white man, if indeed he 
would make of you anything more than his toy, but here 
your wishes must give way to the common good. Who and 
what are you that your whims should stand between me. 
and the fulfilment of my lifelong desire, between your 
people and their redemption ? Must all these things come 
to nothing because of the fancies of a love-sick girl, whose 
poor beauty, as it chances by favour of the gods, can avail 
to bring them about ?" 

^^It seems so, father," she said, ‘^seeing that in this 
matter my duty to myself and to him who loves me, and 
whom I love, is higher than my duty to you and to your 
scheme. Everything else you, who are my father, may re- 
quire of me, even to my life, but my honour is my own." 

What shall I say to this headstrong girl ?" gasped Zi- 
balbay. Speak, White Man, and tell me that you re- 
nounce her, for surely your heart is not so wicked that it 
will lead you to consent to this folly, and to your own un- 
doing to stand between her and her destiny." 

Now all eyes were fixed iipon the seflor, who turned pale 
in the lamplight and answered slowly : 

Zibalbay, I grieve to vex you, but your daughter’s des- 
tiny and mine arc one, nor can I command her to forsake 
mo and give herself in marriage to a man she hates." 

Yet it seems that you could command her to break her 
plighted troth for your sake, 0 most honourable White 
Man," said Zibalbay with a bitter laugh. Hearken, 
friend Ignatio, for you at least are not in love, tell your 
brother there and this rebellious girl which way their duty 
lies. Teach them that we are sent here to dwell upon the 
earth for higher ends than the satisfying of our own desires. 
Stay, before you speak, remember that with this matter 
your own fate is interwoven. BememW how you have 
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suffered and striven for many years, remember all you have 
undergone to win what to-day lies in your grasp, the wealth 
that shall enable you to carry out your purposes. Ther?, in 
those vaults, it lies to your hand, and if that bo not enough 
I will give you more. Take it, Ignatio, take it to bribe 
your enemies and pay your armies, and become a king, a 
, righteous king, crowned by heaven to complete the des- 
tinies of our race. Say such words as shall bend tliis girl 
and her lover to our will, and triumph ; or fail to say them, 
and some few days hence meet the end of a thief at the 
. hands of Tikal. Now speak." 

1 heard him, and my heart stood still within me. Alas ! 
his words were true, and now was the turning-point of my 
fate. If the girl would give herself to Tikal, who was mad 
with love of her, all would be well, and within three years 
the dream of my race might be fulfilled, and the vengeance 
of generations accomplished upon the spawn of the ac- 
cursed Spaniard. There in those vaults, useless and for- 
gotten, lay the treasures that I needed, and yonder in 
Mexico were men in thousands who by their means might 
be armed and led ; but between me and them stood the de- 
sire of this woman and the folly of my friend. Oh 1 truly 
had my heart warned me against her when first I learned 
to know her lovely face, having foreknowledge of the evil 
that she should bring upon me. With her I could do 
nothing, for who can turn a woman from her love or hate ? 
But with my friend it was otherwise ; he would listen to 
me if I pleaded with him, seeing that not only my hopes 
but my very life hung upon his answer, and no true man 
has the right to bring others to their death in order that he 
may fulfil the wishes of his heart. Also, it would be bet- 
ter that he should be separated from this girl, who was not 
of his blood and colour, and whose love soon or late would 
bey his undoing. Surely I should do well to pray him to 
lex her go to the man whose affianced she had been, and ho 
would do well to hearken to me. Almost the entreaty was 
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upon my lips when Maya, reading my thought, touched me 
on the arm and whispered : 

Remember your oath, Ignatio." Then I called to 
mind what I had promised yonder in the desert, when by 
her courage she liad saved her lover’s life, and knew that 
once again a woman must be my ruin, since it is better to 
lose all than to break such vows as this. 

^^Zibalbay,” I said, cannot plead your cause and 
mhic, though not to do so be our destruction, seeing that I 
have sworn that, come what may, I will not stand between 
these two. To-day, for the second time in my life, my 
plans are brought to nothing by the passion of a woman. 
Well, so it is fated, and so let it be ! ” 

Zibalbay did not answer me, but, turning to the seflor, 
he said : 

White Man, you have heard from your friend words that 
should touch you more deeply than any prayer. Will you still 
cling to your purpose, and take advantage of my daughter’s 
madness ? If so, know that your triumph shall be short, for 
when, in some few hours, Tikal comes again, I will tell him 
all and give you over to his keeping to deal with as he wishes. 
Then Heaven help you, wanderer, for he is vengeful by nat- 
ure, nor is that life likely to be long which bars the way be- 
tween a ruler of men and the woman he would wed. Answer 
then, and for the last time : Do you choose life or death ? ” 

I choose death,” he said, boldly, if the price of life 
be the breaking of my troth and the surrender of my bride 
;to another man. I am sorry for you, Zibalbay ; and for you, 
Ignatio, my friend, I am still more sorry : but it is fate and 
not I that has brought these evils on you. If Ignatio here 
cannot forget his oath, how much less can I forget mine, 
which I have sworn with this lady. Moreover, worse fort- 
une even than to-day’s would come upon us if 1 did, seeing 
that such cowardice could breed no luck. Therefore, till 
the Lady Maya renounces me, for good ^ for evil, in death 
or in life, I will cleave to her.” 
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^ And in death or in life I will cleave to you, beloved, 
j she said. Take such vengeance as you wish upon us, my 
father, yes, if you wish, give over this man, to whom*my 
heart drew me across the mountains and the desert, to die 
at the hands of Tikal ; but know that he will hold me fjxstcr 
deiid than he did while he was alive, for into the valley of 
.death I shall follow him swiftly.^" 

Now at last thp rage of Zibalbay broke loose, and it was 
terrible. Rising from his seat he shook his clenched hands 
above his daughter's head and cursed Iier, till in her fear 
I she shrank away from him to her lover’s breast. 

As with my last breath,^' he cried, I pray that the 
curse of your gods, of your country, of your ancestors, and 
of me, your father, may rest upon you and your children. 
May your desire turn to ashes in your mouth, and may 
death rob you of its fruit ; may your heart break by inches 
for remorse and sorrow, and your name become a hissing 
and a shame. Oh I I seem to see the future, and I tell 
you, daughter, that you shall win him for whose sake you 
brought your father to death and ruin. I^y fraud shall you 
win him, and for d while he shaill lie at your side, and this 
is the price that sluill be asked of you, and tlnit you shall 
pay, — the doom of your race, and its destruction at your 
hands — 

Ho paused, gasping for breath, and Maiya fell at his 
knees, sobbing : 

^^Oh! father, unsay those words and* spare mo. Have 
you no pity for a woman^s heart ? " 

.^^Ay !” he said, ^^so much pity as you have for my 
sorrows and grey hair. Why should I spare you, girl, who 
have not spared me, your father. My curse is spoken, and 
I will add this to it, that it shall break your heart at last, 
^ 1 and the heart of that man who has robbed me of your 
(iu^ and your love." 

•Then suddenly he ceased speaking, his eyes grew empty, 
he stretched out his arms and fell heavily to the floor. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

THE PLOT 

SmiNGiHG forward, but too lato to save him, the seiior^ 
and I lifted Zibalbay from the ground and laid him on a 
conch. Peeping over our shoulders, Maya caught sight of 
his ghastly face and the foam upon his lips. 

Oh, he is dead,” she moaned ; liiy father is dead, and 
he died cursing me.” 

said the seflor, ^^he is not dead, for his heart stirs. 
Bring water, Maya.” 

She obeyed, and for hard upon two hours we struggled 
to restore his sense,’butin vain ; life lingered indeed, but we 
could not stir him from his stupor. At length, as we were 
resting, wearied with our fruitless labour, the gates opened 
and Tikal came again. 

^MVhat now ?” he asked, seeing the form of Zibalbay 
stretched upon the couch. Does the old man sleep ? ” 

Yes, he sleeps,” answered the sefior, ‘^and I think that 
(he will wake no more. The words he spoke to you to-day 
are coming true, and that which you took from him by force 
will soon be yours by right.” 

‘^No,” answered Tikal, ^^by right it will be the Lady 
Mayans yonder, though by force it may remain mine, unless, 
indeed, she gives it to me of her own free will. But say, 
how did this come about ? ” 

Now I broke in hastily, fearing lest the seflor should tell 
too much, and thus bring some swift and awful fate upon 
himself. 

He was worn out with the fatigue of our journey and 
the excitement of yesterday. After you had left he be^n 
to talk of your proposals, and suddenly was taken with Slis 
fit. These matters are not for me to speak of, who am but 
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a prisoner in a strange land ; still, lord, it will not look well 
if he who once was ccbcique of this city dies here and un- 
attended, for then people may say that you have murdered 
him. Have you no doctors who can be summoned to min- 
ister to him, for, without drugs, or even a bleeding-knife, 
we have done all we can do.’’ 

Murdered him ! That they will say in any case. Yes, 
there are doctors here, and the best and greatest of them is 
Mattai, my father-in-law. I will send him. But, Maya, 
before I go, have you no word for me ? ’’ 

Maya, who was seated by the ta))le, her face buried in her 
hands, looked up and said : 

j Is your heart stone that you can trouble me in such an 
•hour ? When my father is recovered, or dead, I will answer 
you, and not before." 

So be it, Lady," he said, "^till then I will wait. And 
now I must get hence, for there may be trouble in the city 
.when this news reaches it." 

A while passed, and Mattai appeared before us, followed 
by one who carried his scales and medicines. Without 
speaking, he came to where Zibalbay lay, and examined him 
by the light of a lamp. Then he poured medicine down his 
throat, and waited as though he expected to see him rise, 
but he neither rose nor stirred. 

A-bad case," he said. I fear that he will awake no 
more. How came he thus ? " 

Do you wish to know ? " asked Ma3;a, speaking for the 
first time. Then bid your attendant stand back, and I will 
tell you. My father yonder was smitten down while he 
cursed me in his rage." 

And why did he curse you. Lady?” 

For this reason : While we wandered in the wilderness, 
Tikal, my cousin and my betrothed, took a wife, your daugh- 
ter Nahua, who was crowned with him as Lady of the Heart. 
'But it seems, Mattai, that though lie gave your daughter 
place and power, he gave her no love, for to-day this son-in- 
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law of yours came to my father^ and in the presence of us 
all offered to set him in his lawful place again and to suffer 
him«to carry out his schemes, whatever they might be, if I 
would but consent to become his wife.” 

To become his wife ! ” said Mattai, in amazement. 

IIow could you become his wife when he is married ? Can 
there then be two Ladies of the Heart Y ” 

No,” answered Maya quietly, but the proposal of 
Tikal, my cousin, is, that he should either put away or 
kill your daughter — and you with her, Mattai — ^in order 
that lie may set me in her place.” 

Now when Mattai heard this his quick eyes flashed, and 
his very beard seemed to bristle with rage. 

lie proposed that ! lie dared to propose that ! ” he 
gasped. Oh 1 let him have a care. I set him up, and 
perchance I can pull him down again. Continue, Lady.” 

He proposed it, and my father agreed to. the offer, for, 
knowing that you have plotted against him, he had little- 
care for the honour and safety of you or of your house, 
Mattai. But if my father accepted, I refused, seeing that 
it Is not my wish to have more to do with Tikal. Then 
my father cursed me, and while he cursed was stricken 
down,” 

You say it is not your wish to marry Tikal, Lady. Is 
it, then, your wish to marry any other man 

Yes,” she answered, letting her eyes fall, I love this 
white lord here, whom you name Son of the Sea, and I 
would become his wife. I would become his wife,” she 
wont on after a pause, but, Mattai, Tikal is very strong, 
and it may bo, unless I can And help elsewhere, that in 
order to save the life of the man I love, of his friend and 
mine, Ignatio, and my own, I shall be forced into the arms 
of Tikal. But now Tikal has asked me for my answer, 
and 1 have told him that I will give it when my father .is 
recovered or dead. Perhaps it will be for, you to say what' 
that answer shall be, for alone and in prison I am not 
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strong enongh to stand against Tikal. Say, now, do the 
people love me well enongh to depose Tikal and set me in 
my father^s place, should he die ? " • 

I cannot say. Lady,” he answered shortly, but at the - 
least you will scarcely ask me thus to bring about ray own 
and my daughter’s niin. I will bo open with you. I 
.gained over the Council of the Heart to Tikal’s cause, and 
my price was that he should marry my daughter, tliereby 
satisfying her love and my ambition. Yes, I have plotted 
to set Nahua on high, both for her sake and for my own, 
seeing that after the cacique I soiiglit to be the chief man 
in the city. Can I, then, turn round and depose him, and 
my daughter and myself with him ? And if I did, what 
would bo my fate at your hands in the days to come ? No, 

J seek to be revenged on Tikal, indeed, wlio has offered so 
deadly an affront to me and mine, but it must bo in some 
other way than this. Tell me now, lady, what is it that 
you desire most, — to bo the cacique of tliis city by you r 
right of birth, or to marry the man you love ? ” 

I desire to marry the man I love,” she answered, ^^and 
to escape from this place with him hack to tliose lands 
where white men live. I desire also that my friend and 
my lord^s friend, Ignatio, should be given us mucli gold as 
he needs to enable him to carry out his purposes in the 
coast country yonder. If things can be brouglit about 
thus, Tikal and Nahua and their descendants, for aught I 
care, may rule in the City of the Heart til} the world’s end.” 

^'You ask little enough. Lady,” said Mattai, ^^and it 
shall go hard if I cannot get it for you. Now I will leave 
you, for I miist have ‘time to think ; but, if Tikal returns, 
say him neither yea nor nay till we have spoken again.. 
And as for you, strangers, remember that your lives de- 
pend upon your caution. Farewell.” 

Two more days passed, or so we reckoned by the number 
of meals that were brought to us, but neither Tikal nor 
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Mattai returned to visit us. Other doctors came, indeed, 
and saw Zibalbay, who lay upon his bed like one plunged 
in p deep sleep, but though they tried many remedies they 
were of no avail. On the night of the second day we were 
gathered round his couch, watching him and talking to- 
gether sadly eiiougli, for the solitude, and the darkness, 
and the fear of impending death had broken our spirits, so 
that even tlic scflor ceased to be merry, and the presence 
of lier beloved to give comfort to Maya. 

Alas ! she said, it was an evil day when wo met 
yonder in the land of Yucatan, and, friend, no gift could 
luive been more unlucky than that of my love to you, for 
which, being worth so little, you are doomed to pay so 
dear. Fortune has gone hardly with you also, Ignatio, 
who are fated thus for the second time to see a woman 
wreck your hopes. Say, now, friend, — and she caught the 
scflor by the arm, — would it not be best that wo should 
make an end of all this folly, and that I should give iny^ 
self to Tikal ? Then I could bargain for you both that 
before I pass to him I should, with my own eyes, see you 
safe across the mountains, talking that with you which 
would make you rich for life. Nor need you trouble for 
me, or think that you left me to dishonour, for, so soon as 
you were gone, I should seek ^he arms of another lord whose 
name is Death, and there take my rest, till in some day un- 
born you came to join me." 

Cease to talk thus, Maya," said the sefior, drawing her 
to his breast ; whatever there is to bear we will undergo 
together, since, even if I could be so base as to buy safe- 
ty at such a price, without you my life would be worth 
nothing to me, and, indeed, I had rather die at your side 
than live on alone. It is my fault that ever we came to this 
pass, seeing that, if I had taken your counsel, we should 
not have set foot within the City of the Heart. But curi- 
osity conquered me, for I longed to see the place, as now I 
long to see the last of it ; also, had we turned back, I must 
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have left Ignatio to go on alone. Keep your courage, sweet- 
heart, for though your father is dying and our danger is 
great, I am sure that we shall escape from these dungdoiis 
and be happy with each other beneath the sunlight." 

Then he kissed her upon the lips and comforted her, 
wiping away the tears that ran from her blue eyes. 

. It was at this moment that I looked up and saw Matbii 
standing in the doorway, — ^for we were gathered, not in the 
hall, but in Zibalbay^s chamber, — watching the scene curi- 
ously and with a softened face. 

Greeting," he said, and forgive mo that I come so 
late, but my business is secret and such as is best done at 
night. How goes it with Zibalbay ? " 

He lives," I answered ; 1 can say no more, for he is 

senseless, and, without doubt, soon must die. But come, 
see for yourself." 

Mattai walked to the bed and examined the old man, 
lifting the eyelids and feeling his heart. 

^^He cannot live long," ho said. ‘MVell, death is his 
best friend. Now to my business. There is trouble in the 
city, and strange rumours pass from mouth to mouth 
among the people, many of whom declare that Tikal has 
murdered Zibalbay, and demand that you. Lady, should bo 
brought before them, that you may be named cacique in 
his place. Things being so, it has been urged upon Tikal 
by the chiefs of his party that as, do what he will, he can 
never clear himself of the death of Zibalbay, it would bo 
well that he should make away with you also, Lady, and, of 
course, with these two strangers, your friends, seeing that 
then there will be none to dispute his rights. The matter 
was laid before him strongly at a secret council held this 
afternoon, and once he issued the order for your deaths, 
only to recall it before the messenger left the palace ; for at 
the last 1 saw that his heart overcame his reason, and he 
•^uld not bear thus to divorce himself from you. Lady, 
though what he said was that he would not stain his 
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hands with the blood of one so innocent and fair. Still, 
I will not hide from you. Lady, or from you, strangers, 
that your danger is very great that you go, indeed, in 
jeopardy of your life from one hour to the next." 

Now he paused, and Maya asked in a low voice : 

Have you no plan to save us, Mattai ? " 

AVhy should I have a plan, Lady, who with my house, 
would benefit so greatly by your death ? " 

I do not know why you should have a plan, old man," 
broke in the sefior ; but I tell you that you will do well 
to make one, else you do not leave this place alive,^^ — and 
as ho spoke, with a sudden movement, he sprang between 
Mattai and the door. 

If wo are to bo murdered like birds in a cage," he went 
on, ^^at least your neek shall be twisted first. Do you 
understand ? " 

I understand. Son of the Sea," answered Mattai, flinch- 
ing a little before the seflor^s fierce face and hand outi- 
stretclied as though to grip him. But I would have you 
understand something also ; namely, that if I do not return 
presently, there are some without who will come to seek 
me, and then 

And then they will find your carcase," broke in the 
sefior, and what will all your plots and schemes advan- 
tage you when you are a lump of senseless clay ? " 

""Little indeed, I confess," he answered. "‘Still, my 
daughter, whom I love better than myself, will reap some 
profit, and with that, in this sad case, I must be content. 
But, do not be so hasty, white man. I asked why I should 
have a plan ? I did not say that I had none." 

"‘ Then if you have one, let us hear it without more ado," 
said the sefior. 

Mattai bowed, as he answered : 

"" Your will is mine : but I know not how my plan will 
please the Lady Maya yonder, and therefore, before I unfold 
it, I will make it clear to you that there is but one alter- 
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native, — ^the death of all of you by to-morrow^s light. Your 
lives lie in my hand, and if I must do so to save my daugh- 
ter and myself, I shall not hesitate to take them.^' t 

^^Any more than 1 shall hesitate to take yours, old' 
man,^^ said the seflor, grimly ; for remember always that 
if you do not make your plan such as we can accept, you 
will leave this chamber feet first with a broken neck/^ 

Again Mattai bowed, and continued : 

^^In one way only hsis Tikal been able to pacify the 
tumult among the people, by declaring that the Lady 
Maya shall bo produced before the Council of the Heart, in 
the Sanctuary of the Nameless god, upon the night of the 
Rising of Waters, being the Srst day when it is lawful for 
the Council to sit in tlie Sanctuary, and afterwards at 
dawn in the eyes of the whole city. The words of Zibalbay 
have taken a strange hold of the people, although they 
cried him down as he spoke them ; and they desire to know 
what will happen when the prophecy is fulfilled, and once 
more the severed halves of the symbol of the Heart are 
laid side by side in their place upon the altar. Zibalbay 
told them that he believed that tlien the god would reveal 
his purpose, and show what part each of you should play 
in the fate that is to be, and therefore the people — aye ! 
and many among the nobles, and oven the Council of the 
Heart — look to see some sign or wonder wlien Day and 
Night are come together, and that which was parted is 
made one, for they begin to hold that th^ madness of Zibal- 
bay is from heaven, and that the voice of heaven sent him 
on his journey." 

Now Mattai thought for a while and went on : 

Lady, I am old, and for many years I have followed 
the worship of the gods, doing sacrifice to them, and im- 
portuning them with prayers, yet never have I known the 
gods to make answer to their votaries, or heard the voices 
^ the immortals speaking into human ears. It seems that 
gods are many : thus, perchance those strangers have their 
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own ; and, Jjady, thus it comes that in my age I ask myself 
if there are any gods other than those tliat the mind of 
man has shaped from nothingness, or fashioned in the like- 
ness of its own passions. I cannot tell, but I think that 
were I in so sore a strait as you find yourselves to-night, 
I should not hesitate to give a voice to these dumb gods,^’ 

What is your meaning ?" asked Maya. 

. This : When the severed halves of the Heart are set in 
their place upon the altar, if there be any gods they should 
give a sign. Thus, as I who am the keeper of the Sanc- 
tuary know, the ancient symbol on the altar is hollow, and 
if it were to chance to open, it might be that a writing 
would be found within it, — ^an ancient writing of the gods, 
prepared against the present time, — that shall be to us as a 
lantern to one wandering in the dark ; or it might be that 
nothing would be found. Now, as it happens, in searching 
through the earliest records of the temple, I have discov- 
ered a certain writing, and it seems to mo that your for- 
tune would be great if this writing should lie within the 
symbol on the night of the Rising of Waters. Here it 
is 

And from his robe he produced a small plate of dull gold, 
covered over with hieroglyphics. 

Read it,^^ said Maya. 

Then Mattai read : 

This is the voice of the Nameless god that his prophet 
heard in the year of the building of the Sanctuary, and 
graved upon a tablet of gold which he set in a secret place 
in the symbol of the Sanctuary, to be declared in that far- 
off hour when the lost is found and the signs of the Day 
and the Night are come together. To thee it speaks, 
unborn daughter of a chief to be, whose name is the name 
of a nation. When my people have grown old and tlieir 
numbers are lessened, and their heart is faint, then, maiden, 
take to thyself as a husband a man of the race of the white 
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god, a son of the sea-foam, whom thou shalt lead hither 
across the desert, for so my people shall once more prosper 
and grow strong, and the land shall be to thy child and^the 
child of the god, east and west, and north and south, fur-, 
ther than my eagles wing between sunrise and set/^ 

lie finished reading, and there was silence as we looked 
’ on each otlier, amazed at the boldness and the cunning of 
this old priest and plotter. It was Maya who spoke first. 

“ You have forged this writing, Mattai,”she said coldly, 
^^and now you desire that I should set it in the symbol, for 
you are mindful of that curse which is written in the ritual 
Opening of the Heart against liim who shall profane its 
mysteries and token, or who should dare to tell a lie within 
the Sanctuary, or to swear falsely by the symbol. In short, 
if you do not fear the vengeance of the god, you fear the 
vengeance of the Order. 

“ To speak truth, lady, I fear both, for, in offering insult 
to the Nameless god, who knows what he offends ? Still, 
you must make your choice — and swiftly, seeing that if you 
refuse the deed, by to-morrow you will have Icanied, or, 
perhaps — remembering the words of the white lord — I 
should say we. shall have learned what virtue there is in 
the religions.^' 

^ Now she turned to us, saying : 

** Advise me, friends, for I know not what to answer. In 
the faith of my people I have lost faitb^ and it is to yours 
that I look for comfort ; and yet the deed seems awful, for 
if we are not worshippers of the Nameless god, still we are 
all of us brethren of the ancient mysteries of the Heart, 
and to do this thing would be to break our solemn oaths. 
Come, let us put it to the vote, and do you who are the 
oldest and the wisest among us, vote first, Ignatio.” 

So be it," I answered. ^^For my part I give my voice 
against the trick. Of the gods of your people I know 
"nothing and think less, but I am the Master of our Order 

T 
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in my own land, and I will not offend iigainst it. To do 
this thing would be to act the greatest of lies, and a lie is a 
sinnn the face of heaven. All men must die, but I wish to 
pass to doom with my hands unstained by fraud. Still, in 
tliis matter your lives are at stake as well as mine ; there- 
fore, if, of tlie three of us, two are in favour of the act, I 
will be bound by their decision. But if only one is in 
favour, then he must be bound by ours.” 

“ Good, let it be ho/* said Maya. And now, beloved, 
speak and tell us whether you choose death and a clean 
(‘onscu’ence, or life and my love to gladden it,” — and she 
looked into his face with her beautiful eyes, and half 
stretched out her arms as though she would clasp him to 
her breast. 

Now, although the seflor did not answer at once, when I 
saw this and heard her words, I, Ignatio, knew that it was 
tinislicd, since it could not be in the heart of a man in love 
to resist her pleadings and her witcheries. Presently hp 
spoke, and as ho did so his face grew red with a half 
shame. 

I have no choice,” he said. do not fear to die if 
need be, but I slioiild be no man were I to choose death 
while it is your wish that I should live. Like Ignatio, I 
say that the gods of this city are to me nothing more than 
idols, and to deceive that which does not exist is impos- 
sible. For the rest, I became a Brother of the Heart not 
by my own wish, but by accident, therefore on this point 
my conscience pricks me little. Only, to be a partner in 
this plot, I must speak or act a lie. and this I have never 
done before. Still it seems to mo that a man may choose 
life and his love in place of a cruel and secret death, and 
keep his hands clean, even though he must play a harmless 
trick as the price of them. Yet, Maya, in this as in every 
other matter, I will do your wish, and if you think it 
better that wc should die, why let ns die and make an 
end,” 
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Xay," she answered, with a flash of reckless passion, 
I think it better that wo should live, far from this un- 
lucky city, and there be happy in ouch other's love. *For 
your sake my father s curse lias fallen on me, and after it 
all other maledictions of gods or men will bo light as 
featliers. If this be a sin that we are about to work, I do 
• it for the sake of you and of our love ; also because I would 
live awhile in happiness before 1 go clown to the grave. 
See my father lying there ; throughout a long life ho has 
served his god, and behold how his god has served him in 
tlic hour of his trouble. Let liis ])rayers answer for us 
both, for I will have none of sindi false gods, unless it bo 
to use them for my ends. If this be a sin that wo are about 
to do, and vengeance should tread upon the heels of sin, 
let it fall upon the heads of my people, who would murder 
nje for no crime ; upon the head of Mattiii, who tempted 
me for his own advantage ; and, if that be not enough, 
tipon my head also. Little do I care for vengeancjo to come, 
if for only one short yc^ar I may call you husband.” 

Ill-omened words,” muttered Msittai, shivering a little, 
words that only a woman would utter ; hut so he it.” 

As he spoke 1 thouglit that 1 heard a faint groaii break 
from the man upon the coueli. J glancccl anxiously at Zi- 
balbay, to find that I must have btM»n mistaken, or, at least, 
that it had not proceeded from his lips, for lie lay there 
rigid and senseless as a (.•or 2 )sc. 

The vote is taken,” I said sadly. What next, Mattai ?” 

Follow me,” ho answered, and 1 will show you a se- 
cret path from this chamber to the Sanctuary beneath. 
Nny, you need not fear to lewive him, for if his life still 
burns within him, it is fast aslce]), But stay, where is the 
talisman ? That will be necessary to us.” 

1 have one half,” I answered, “ tlie other is about 
Zibalbay's neck.” * 

Find it,” he said, sternly, to the Lady Maya. Nay, 
you must I ” 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE SACRILEGE 

Now Maya bent over the form of her father and took, 
the taliainan from his neck. 

I feel like one who robs the deacl,*^ she said. 

Remember that it is to save tlie living, and be comfort- 
ed,^’ answered Mattai. “ Come, let us be going, for the 
night draws on.^’ 

“ Take a lamp, each of you,” he said presently, when we 
hud reached tlie further end of the great hall, where he 
unlocked the copper gates with a key from the bunch that 
hung at his girdle. We passed through, and, turning, he 
almost closed the gate, but not quite. 

Why do you leave the gates ajar ? ” I asked. 

Because tlierc are none to follow us,” he answered, 
and who knows what may happen. Should we be forced 
to fly the Sanctuary, open doors are easier to pass than 
those that arc shut.” 

Who or what could force us to fly the Sanctuary ?” I 
asked. 

Mattai shrugged his shoulders Jind \rent on without an- 
swering. No>v we passed dowm many stairs, along pas- 
sages, and tlirongh secret doors, each of which Mattai left 
open behind us, till at length ive came to a blank wall of 
marble. On this wall Mattai felt with his thumb, till he 
found a spot that, being pressed, slid back, revealing a 
keyhole into which ho inserted a small silver key. Then 
again he pressed upon the marble, and a panel moved that 
might have been two feet wide by six in height, and we 
Biiw that light streamed through the opening. Beckoning 
to us ho walked tlirough the gap in the wall, and one by. 
one we followed him into the Sanctuary of the Nameless 
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god, and stood on tho further siilc of tho wall, hnddlod 
together and clasping each other's liands, for tho place was 
awesome, and its utter silence and solemnity filled us with 
fear. 

^'he first thing that caught our eyes, as was natural, for 
it was built into the wall opposite to us, and through it 
. streamed the light that filled tlio cliambor, was tho most 
womierful and mystic eftigy in tho City of tho Heart. That 
efligy was a colossal mask of singular and fearful beauty, 
fjisliioned from polished jade, and similar in design to those 
which are to be found in tho ruins of Palen(|ue and other 
deserted Indian cities, wliercof no man knows the ago. 
This huge green mask was placed above the narrow door 
that gave entrance to tho Samiiuary, and liad been carved 
to represent the countenance of a being that, although its 
features were human, rcsemliled neither man nor woman 
in its unearthly dignity and its stamp of cruel calm. The 
.tliick lips were curved with a contemptuous smile, and 
between them gleamed teeth made of white cnainel ; the 
nose was aquiline, wdth widesprea<l nostrils that seemed to 
inhale the incense of worship ; and the forehead, in whoso 
centre appeared the impress of a woman’s hand soaked in 
some scarlet dye, w^as broad, low, and retreating. Ileneath 
tlic solemn and contracted brows w^'re jt*welled eyes. 
Tlirough these eyes, and, indeed, from the entire surface 
of the nmsk, streamed light, making tin; face visible us 
though it were limned in phosphonis, for tlie jade was 
transparent as the tliinnest alabaster, and bedund it burned 
two great lamps that were named after the Sun and Moon. 

Such was the effigy of the Nameless spirit that wo now 
beheld for the first time, who had face but no form ; the 
spirit, Mouth of the Heart, to whom every lesser god was 
subject, Utterer of the thoughts of the Heart of Heaven, 
Lord of power. Dweller in the darkness behind the Sun, 
Searcher of the secrets of death. Without pity was this 
god of tlieirs, and without wrath, who, clothed in eternal 
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calm, 80 these people fabled, rested in a home of darkness, 
watching the shadow of events celestial and terrestrial in his 
rnirsor of the moon, and telling of them to the Heart which 
was his soul. The seal of the woman^s blood-stained hand 
was set upon his brow because woman is a symbol of life 
renewed, the hand is the sign of purpose and the strength 
to do it, and by blood and anguish must every purpose be 
accomplished. But the Nameless one executed no purpose, 
— that was the work of lesser gods. In the beginning the 
Heart thought, and the Mouth blew with his breath, giving 
life to the earth, and causing it to roll forward among the 
spheres, and now the Eyes watched, ever smiling, while it 
and those upon it work out our doom, till at length its 
primal force grows faint and fails when, so said the priests. 
Heart and Mouth and Eyes will think and speak and 
search, and at their command a new world shall arise from 
the corpse of the old, and a new life from the lives of those 
who dwelt upon it. 

Therefore it was, though now faith waned among them 
with their waning energies, that this people, knowing no 
better creed, worshipped the threefold Fate without a 
name, whom they held to be master of gods and men. 
Therefore, also, long generations since, in this spot which 
we came to violate, — to them the most holy on the earth, — 
they set up effigies of a Heart, a Mouth, and Eyes, as sym- 
bols of his attributes. 

The roof of the Sanctuary, which was of no great size, was 
vault-shaped, in imitation of the arching sky, and in it 
appeared a golden sun, a silver crescent moon, and the stars 
of heaven. Its walls were lined throughout with polished 
blocks of the beautiful stone known as Mexican onyx, 
fretted over to the height of a man with a border of 
hieroglyphics and effigies of the lesser gods in attitudes of 
adoration, all of them cast in gold and set flush with the 
face of the wall. The f uniiture was very simple, consisting 
only of stools cut from rich woods heavily gilded in quaint 
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designs^ and a small tablo whereon lay sheets of paper made 
of bark, together with brashes of reed fibre and pots of pig- 
ment, such as were used in the picture-writing of this f)eo- 
ple. Lastly, at that end by which we had entered the 
chamber, stood an altar of black marble written around with 
letters shaped in gold, and upon this altar lay something 
. covered with a silken cloth. 

For a minute or more we remained silent, contemplating 
these wonders ; then, with a gesture of impatience, Mattai 
spoke in a whisper, saying : 

Let that be done which we have come to do, for now 
the sacrilege is committed and it is too late for doubts." 

Speaking thus, he stepped to the altar and lifted tlio 
silken cloth that lay over the object which was upon it, 
revealing the image of a human heart fashioned in blood- 
stone and veined with arteries of gold. In the centre of 
tiiis heart appeared a small and shallow hole that had been 
hollowed in its substance. 

“ This is the tradition,” said Mattai, still speaking in a 
whisper, ^^that when the two halves of a certain talisman 
are placed in this hollow, the symbol will open and re- 
veal that which has been set within it since it was fashioned 
by Cucumatz thousands of years ago, and there is this in 
favour of the truth of the tale that golden hinges appear 
upon the sides of the symbol. Now one-half of the talis- 
man has rested here for many generations, till Zibalbay took 
it with him indeed, when he went out Ao seek for the other 
half, and yet the symbol has never opened ; still, I am sure 
that it will open when the whole talisman is set in its 
place. In this matter, however, there is something more 
to fear than the vengeance of the gods, for, as I can read 
well — ^it is written in those letters that encircle the altar — 
an ancient tradition tells us that if the symbol be stirred 
from the place where it has lain for so many ages, the flood- 
gate will roll back and the waters of the lake will pour in 
upon the city, destroying it and its inhabitants." 
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Yot the flood-gate eannot roll back when it is not shut, 
nor can the waters flow in during the dry season, when 
the/ are not on a level with the walls,” answered Maya. 

They cannot, Lady, and yet other things may happen. 
Why was the Heart set tluis ? Was it not that in the ut- 
most need of its worshippers they might choose death 
rather than defeat and slavery ? And was this choice 
given to them in the wet months only ? Be sure that if at 
this moment any despairing or impions hand tore yonder 
symbol from its altar, either the waters would rush up 
through the bed of the city, or subterranean fires would 
break loose and burn it. Still, though there is something, 
I think that we have little to fear, seeing that the writing 
says that, in order to bring about so terrible a doom, the 
symbol must be torn from its altar with might. And now 
to our task. Stranger, give to the Lady Maya your half of 
the ancient talisman, that she may set it, together with the 
lialf she bears, in the place prepared in the symbol.” 

Now with a sigh, seeing that it was too late to draw 
back, I undid the emerald from my neck and gave it to 
Maya, who laid it side by side with its counterpart upon 
the palm of her trembling hand, and stepped with it to the 
altar. Here she stood for a moment, then whispered in a 
faint voice : 

Terror has taken hold of me, and I fear to do this 
thing.” 

Yet it must be done, and not by me,” said Mattai, or 
we shall have come on a fooFs errand, and go back, some 
of us, to a fooFs death,” and he looked towards me. 

‘‘I will not do it,” I said, answering his look, ^^not be- 
cause I fear your gods, but my own conscience I do fear.” 

^^Then I will,” said the seflor boldly, ^^for I fear 
neither. Give me that trinket, Maya.” 

She^beyed, and presently he had caused the two halves 
of the Iblisman to fall into their ancient and appointed bed 
in the symbol. In the great silence I remember the sound 
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they made, as they tinkled against the stone, struck my 
ear so sliarply that I started. 

For some seconds, perhaps twenty, wo stood still, wiilch- 
ing the altar with eager eyes, but the symbol never stirred. 
Then I said : 

It seems, Mattai, that you must hide your lying writ- 
ing elsewhere, since yonder heart will not open, or, if it 
will, we have not found the key.” 

Wait a little,” broke in the seflor, perhaps the springs 
are rusted.” And before any of us could interfere to stoj) 
him, he placed his thumb upon tlie halves of the emerjild 
and pressed so hard that the symbol trembled on its marble 
stand. 

Beware ! ” cried Mattai, and as the echoes of his voice 
died away all of us started in astonishment, for lo! tlie heart 
was opening like a flower. 

Slowly it opened, till the severed talisman fell from it, 
knd its two lialves lay back on tlie marble of the altar, re- 
vealing something hidden in its centre that shone like an 
ember in the lamplight. AVe crept forward and looked, 
then stood silent and lialf afraid, for in the hollow of the 
heart, laid upon a square plate of gold which was covered 
with picture-writing, glared a red jewel shaped like a 
human eye, that seemed to answer stare with stare. 

If we stand like this we shall grow frightciuid,” said 
the seflor roughly, glancing round him as he spoke, “ there 
is nothing to fear in a red stone cut like an eye.” 

If you think so, White Man,” answered Matbii in a 
voice that shook a little, strive as he would to command it, 

lift up the holy thing and give me the writing that is 
beneath it. Stay, first take this, set it in the symbol, re- 
placing the eye upon it,” and he handed him the forged 
tablet. 

The seflor obeyed, nor did any wonder come to pass 
when he lifted that dreadful-looking jewel, and changed 
tlie true for the false. . 
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Read it/^6aid Maya^ as the tablet was passed to Mat- 
tai, ^^you have knowledge of the ancient writings." 

^^I?crliap8 it were best left unread," he said, doubtfully. 

Nay," she answered, ‘*let us know the worst. Bead 
it, I bid yon." 

Then he read these strange words in a slow and solemn 
voice : 

The Eye that has slept and is awakened sees the heart 
and purpose of the wicked. I say that in the hour of the 
desolation of my city not all the waters of the Holy Lake 
shall wash away their sinJ*^ 

Now the faces of us who heard turned grey in the lamp- 
liglit, for though the gods of this people were false, we felt 
that the voice of a true prophet spoke to us from that ac- 
cusing tablet, and that we had called down upon our heads 
a vengeance which we could not measure. 

Did I not tell you that it were wiser to leave the writ- 
ing unread," gasped Mattai, letting the tablet fall from hisr 
hand as though it were a snake. 

The clatter of it as it struck the marble floor seemed to 
wake us from our evil dream, for the sefior turned on him, 
and said fiercely : 

^^What does it matter what the thing says, rogue, 
seeing that you forged it as you have forged the other." 

“ Ah ! would that I had," answered Mattai ; but when 
doom overtakes you and all of us, then shall you learn 
whether I forged that ancient writing ; and he lifted it 
from the floor, and, hiding it in his robe, added, Close 
the heart, White Man, and give back the severed jewel to 
those who wear it." 

Tlie sefior obeyed, replacing the silken cloth over the . 
symbol, so that the altar seemed to be as it had been. 

Now let us be going," said Mattai, and rejoice, that 
if yonder eye has seen our wickedness, at least it is hidden 
from the sight of man. Doubtless the vengeance of the 
gods is sure, but that of men is swift." 
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As he spoke we turued to leave the Sanctuary, and of a 
sudden Maya screamed, and would have fallen had not the 
seflor caught her. Well might she scream, for there ia the 
narrow niche of the secret door by which we had entered, 
framed in it as a corpse is framed in its coffin, stood a white 
figure which at first I took to be that of some avenging 
ghost, so ghostlike were the wrappings, the snowy beard 
and hair, and the thin, fierce face. Another instant, and 
I saw that indeed it was a ghost, the ghost of Zibalbay, or 
, rather his body come back from the boundaries of death to 
spy upon our sacrilege before it crossed them for ever. 

Yes, it was Zibalbay, for while ho had seemed to bo un- 
conscious upon the bod in tlie chamber, his senses were 
awake, and oh ! what must he have suffered when he, the 
high priest of the Nameless god, heard us plan our fraud 
upon his Sanctuary. Then, after we had left him, fury and 
despair unfettered the limbs that had been bound so fast 
• and gave him strength to follow us, though they could not 
unlock his frozen tongue, lie had followed ; painfully ho 
had crept down the stairs, along the passages, and through 
tlie open door, for the path was known to him oven in the 
dark, till at length he came to the secret entrance of the 
Sanctuary. Hero once more his force deserted him ; here, 
unable to speak or stir, ho had leaned against the wall and 
seen and heard all that was done and said. 

Oh ! never shall I forget the rage of his quivering face, 
or the agony and horror of his tormrjitcd eyes as they met 
our own. No curse could have been so awful as that look 
which he let fall upon his daughter, and no outraged deity 
or demon could have seemed more terrible to the human 
sight than was the tall figure of this dying man, striving 
even in death to protect the honour of his gods, which 
we had violated in their most ancient holy of holies. Never 
have 1 seen such a dreadful sight, and 1 pray that never 
again may I do so either in this world or the next. 

The dying Zibalbay saw our fear, and with a last effort 
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he staggered forward towards his daughter, his clenched 
hands held above his head. For a moment he stood before 
her%s she lay upon her lover^s arm staring up at him like 
a bird at a snake, while ho swayed to and fro above her like 
the snake about to strike. Then, of a sudden, foam min- 
gled with blood burst from his lips, and he sank down at 
her feet dead, dying in v, silence that was more awful than 
any sound. 

Of all that followed I need not write. Indeed, I cannot 
do so, for so great was my horror at this scene, and so in- 
tense the strain which was put upon my vital force during 
these hours, that I have little memory of what chanced af- 
ter Zibalbay’s death, till I found myself lying exhausted 
^ upon the bed in my prison cell. 

Somehow we calmed and silenced Maya ; somehow we es- 
caped from that hateful Sanctuary, and by slow degrees 
brought her and the dead body of her father up the narrow- 
stairs and passages to the hall above, where we laid the 
corpse upon its bed. Then Mattai left us, and I remember 
no more till the next morning when nobles and leeches 
came to watch by the body of the dead cacique, and to 
embalm it in readiness for the tomb. 

The next two days went heavily for the three of us, op- 
pressed as wo were by tlie silent gloom of our prison and 
the memories of that dreadful night. The love between 
Maya and her father had never been deep, for they were 
out of tune with each other ; still, now that he was dead 
she mourned him, the more perhaps because he had died 
hating and cursing her. By degrees she recovered from ^ 
her superstitious fears, bom of the writing in the symbol ; ’ 
but her father’s maledictions she never could forget, and 
though she was willing to earn and to bear these for the 
sake of her love for the sefior, 1 think that their memory 
lay between them like a shadow. t 
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Oh ! why did I ever love you ? she would say. 

What have you to do with me, whom race and law and 
fate have set apart from me And yet she went on Joy- 
ing him even more dearly. 

I, also, was unhappy, for though I put little faith in 
these omens, or in the vapourings of dead prophets and 
^ the tricks of living charlatans, I felt that the ill-luck 
which had clung to me in the past was with me still. 
Things had gone cross with me ; Zibalbay was dead, and 
Woman, the inevitable, had drawn away the heart of my 
friend and dragged me and my plans into .the whirlpool of 
her pa^ion, whence, if at all, they must emerge ruined 
and shapeless. Still, summoning the patience of my race 
to my aid, I bore these secret troubles as I might, giving 
counsel and comfort to the lovers, who, lost in their own 
doubts and diflSculties, thought, as was natural, little of 
me and my lost ambitions. 

At length they carried away the corpse of Zibalbay to be 
wrapped in its winding-sheet of gold and set with all an- 
cient pomp and ceremony by those of its forefathers in the 
Hall of the Dead. Maya wept indeed, but I for my part 
was glad to «se6 the last of him, and so, 1 think, was the 
seftor, whose spirits had begun to fail him in the presence 
of so much remorse and grief. 

That day — it was the day previous to the night of the 
Eising of Waters, on which we were to appear before the 
Council of the Heart in the Sanctuary — Tikal came to 
visit us. To Maya he bowed low, b^t on the sellor and 
myself he looked with an angry eye, — with the eye, indeed 
of one who would have killed us if he dared. First, with 
many fine words and empty compliments, he offered her 
"his sympathy upon the death of her father. For this she 
returned her thanks, quoting, however, with a flash of her 
old spirit, a certain proverb of her own people, of which 
the meaning is that the death of one man is the breath of 
another. 
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My father was your foe, Tikal,’^ she added, and now 
that lie is gone you will be able to sleep and reign in 
peace.” 

Not altogether so. Lady,” he answered, seeing that 
he has left behind him a more dangerous rival to my 
power, namely, yourself. I will not hide from you, Maya, 
what you soon must learn, that a large portion of the peo- ^ 
pic, and with them many of the nobles, accusing me of 
your father’s murder, clamour that I should be deposed, 
and that you should be set in my place as cacique of the 
(hty of the Heart. Some few days ago I might have stilled 
their outcry by commanding you to be })ut to death, but 
now it is too late, for, since then. Time has fought for you, 
and doubtless your end would bo followed by my own. 
When last wo met, cousin, I asked you a certain question, 
to which you promised mo an answer when your father 
was dead or recovered, and to-day I have come to hear th&t 
answer. While Zibalbay lived I had much to offer hini 
and you in exchange for your hand, and I offered it freely. 
So high a value did I place upon it when it seemed lost to 
me, that I was ])repared to lay down my power, to suffer 
your fatlier to violate the laws, and to incur the eternal 
liate and active enmity of Mattai, his daughter, and his 
l)aTty. Now I must make you a lower bid : that of equal 
])ower for yourself ; and for your friends here, whatever 
they may desire. Should you refuse me, this is the alter- 
native : civil war in the city till one of us is destroyed, and 
instant death as the portion of these strangers. 

But, Maya, I pray you not to refuse me, for I have 
something more to offer you — my undjdng love. Prom a 
child I always loved you, Maya, although you have treated 
me coldly enough, and now day by day I love you more." 
Indeed I believed that you and your father were dead yon- 
der in the wilderness, for then I had faith in Mattai, whom 
^ow I know to be a rogue, and Mattai swore that it was 
itten in the stars. Even so I would not have wed 
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another woman, for my heart bled at the loss of you, had 
not Mattai made this marriage the price of his support, 
without which 1 could not hope to be anointed cacique, 
seeing that I have many jealous enemies. It ww ambition 
that led me to consent, and bitterly have I regretted my 
folly ever since ; for if she wlio is called my wife loves me, 
I hate her, and by this means or by that I will be rid of 

* her. Forgive me, then, my sin against you, remembering 
only that I have loved and seiTod you in the past as I will 
love and serve you in the future, au<l that it was you who 
brought about these troubles because, though I prayed you 
to stay and did all in m^ power to prevent you, you deter- 
mined to accompany your fcitlier upon his mad journey 
into the wilderness. Now I have spoken, and I thank you 
for the courtesy with which you have listened to me.” 

You have spoken, cousin,” she answered, ^^and your 
words have been gentle ; yet, if I understand you right, 
some few days since you were in doubt as to whether it 
would not be better to murder me here in this darksome 
hole where you have placed us.” 

If policy put any such thought into my mind, Maya, 
love drove it out again,” he answered, with confusion. 

^^So you admit that this was so,” she said. ‘^Well, a 
day may come when policy might breed the thought, and 
love, grown weary, prove not warm enough to wither it. 
Also it seems that even now you threaten these my com- 
panions with death, should I refuse you your desire.” 

If you should refuse mo my desirfi, Maya, perhaps it 
will be for a secret reason of your own,” — and he scowled at 
the sefior angrily, — a reason that the death of tliese men, 
or of one of them, will remove.” 

• Be sure of one thing, Tikal,” she broke in sharply, 
that such a wicked deed would put an end for ever to 

your hopes of making me your wife. Now, listen. I have 
heard your words, and they have touched me somewhat, for 

‘ I think that although you have broken your oath to my 



270 


HEART OF THE IVORLH 


father^ and your troth with me, at heart you are honest in 
your love. Still, I can give you no answer now, and for 
thig reason, that the answer does not lie with me, b^t 
rather with the gods. To-morrow night we appear before 
the high Court of the Council of the Heart, and you your- 
self shall set the severed portions of the talisman that we 
have travelled so far to seek in the place prepared to re- 
ceive it, in tjio symbol that is on the altar of the Sanc-‘ 
tuary. Then, as my dead father believed, — and he was 
gifted with wisdom from above, — the god shall declare his 
purpose in this way or in that, showing his servants why 
all these things have come about, and what they must do 
to fulfil his will. By that will, cousin, and not by my 
own, I shall be guided in this and in all other things.” 

Now, Tikal thought awhile, and answered : 

And if nothing follows this ceremony, and the oracles 
of the god are silent, what then ?” 

Then, Tikal,” she said softly, you may ask mo again 
if I will become your wife, and perhaps, if the Council suf- 
fers it, I shall not say you nay. Now, farewell, for grief 
still shadows me, and 1 can talk no more.” 


CHAPTER XX 

THE COUNCIL OF THE HEART 

Now, when Tikal was gone I sat silent, for although it 
might be necessary to save our lives, and to bring about 
the fulfilment of Mayans love, all this double-dealing did 
not please me, and I could not talk of it with a light heart. 
But the sefior said : 

"",1 hope that yonder rogue, Mattai, may not have re-^ 
pented or been over-bribed by Tikal, and set some other* 
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phopheoy in the hollow of the symbol, for then, Maya, you 
. will be taken at your word, and things will bo worse than 
e^^er they havd been.” * * 

" I pray not, and it is not likely,” she answered, starting, 
then with a quick burst of passion she added : 

But why do you look at me with such reproach, Ig- 
* natio ? No, do not anwser, for I know why. It is because 
you think me a nheat and a liar, and are saying in your 
heart, * This is a woman’s honour. Thus would any 
woman act in the hour of temptation.’ Ignatio, with all 
^ your oohrtesy, you hate and despise us women, looking on 
us as lower than yourselves, as a snare to your strength and 
a pitfall for your feet. Well, if so, thus we were made, 
and can we quarrel with that which made us ? Also, in 
some ways we are greater than you, though you may bo 
pleased to call yourselves more honest. You would not have 
dared for your love what I have dared for mine ; you would 
not have offered deadly outrage to the god of your people, 
to the instinct of your blood, and the teachings of your 
youth. No, you would have sat still and wrung your 
hands and seen ypur lover perish before your face, and 
then have turned your eyes to the sky and said : ‘ It can- 
not be helped, it is well,; at least, /am clean in the sight 
of heaven,^ 

So be it : I, Maya, am of a different nature, I have 
dared all these things and I joy in them, even though you 
watch me ever with your melancholy c)’es. AVhy should I 
not ? Is not my love everything to me, j^nd is it shameful 
that this should be so ? I believe no more in^this unknown 
god ; why, then, should I fear to offend him ? I will not 
see my betrothedK..given up to death, and myself to worse 
. than death ; and how can I harm my people by taking a 
man nobler than themselves to be my husband ? Cease^ 
then, to reproach me by your silence ; or, rather, learn to 
•jl^ity mb, for my strait Is sore, and doubtless vengeance dogs 
. my heels. Let it if it will, on me, but not on you, be- 



272 HEART OF THE WORLD 

loved, — oh ! not on you and suddenly her anger left 

her, and she sank into the seflor^s arms and lay there weep- 
ing^ bitterly. 

Then I went to the further end of the hall and sat there 
reading the ancient writings of this people, which we had 
found in the chamber. Indeed, this was my daily occupa- 
tion, for now I found that these lovers liked to be alone, 
unless it happened that there were plans to be thought out 
or counsel to be given. A shadow grew between me and 
the seflor in those days ; for, though he said nothing of it, 
he also was angry because I did not approve of the dark 
plot to which we were parties, and Maya’s outburst spoke 
his mind with her owu. Nor was this wonderful, for now, 
looking back, I do not blame her or him, or think that they 
did wrong, and I believe that what I really felt was not in- 
dignation at a trick which might well bo pardoned, seeing 
how much hung to it, but superstitious fear lest some 
force, human or infernal, should visit that trick with 
vengeance ; for, as we know, even the devils have power 
against us if we give it to them by fighting the world with 
their own weapons. 

On the following day the attendants who set our meals 
brought with them clean robes for each of us, scented and 
wonderfully worked, and for Maya certain royal ornaments. 
In these we arrayed ourselves before evening, and waited. 
The hours passed, and at length the copper gates were 
opened, and a band of nobles and guards presented them- 
selves before us, saying that they were commanded to lead 
us to the Sanctuary. We answered that nothing would 
please us better, who were heartily weary of living like rats 
in the dark, and in a few minutes we found ourselves walk-, 
ing up the stairs towards the crest of the pyramid. 

We reached it, and saw the stars shining above us, and 
felt the breath of heaven blowing in our faces, and never 
have the sight of the stars or the taste of the night air 
seemed more sweet to me. Leaving the watch-house we 
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walked to the great stair across the lonely summit of the 
pyramid and began to descend its side. At the foot of the 
stairway we turned to the right till we came to a double 
door of copper, beautifully worked, placed in the centre of' 
the western face of the pyramid, and guarded by a small 
body of soldiers, who saluted and admitted us. Beyond the 
doors was a great hall not unlike that which had served as 
our prison, lit with lamps, lined with polished marble, and 
having on either side of its length doorways leading to the 
apartments that were used as sleeping-places for the officers 
on duty. At the threshold of this hall we were met by 
priests clothed in pure white, into whose custody we were 
given by the company of nobles and soldiers that had es- 
corted us thus far. 

Surrounded by the priests, who chanted as they walked, 
we passed down the hall till we rcaidied another and a 
smaller door. Beyond this lay a labyrinth of steeply sloping 
•passages, running in every direction deep into the bowels 
of the rock beneath the pyramid. So iiitricate and numer- 
ous were these tunnels, tliat, even with the assistance of the 
lights which the priests carried, it would have been almost 
impossible for any one not having their secret, to find a 
path through them, or even to keep his face in a given di- 
rection for more than a few paces. 

Along these passages our guides went without faltering, 
turning now to the right, now to the left, and now seeming 
to retrace their footsteps, till at length <they halted to open 
a third door, covered over with plates of beaten gold, on the 
further side of which lay the most sacred spot save one in 
the City of the Heart, the chamber that served the three- 
fold purpose of a judgment-hall, a church wherein the 
nobles attended worship, and a burial-place of the departed 
caciques of the city. Here in this vast and awful vajalt, 
each of them set in his own niche and companioned by his 
consort, stood the bodies of every king-priest who had 
reigned in the holy city, enclosed in coffins of solid gold. 
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fashioned to the shape and likeness of the corpse within, 
and having the name, age, date of death, and a brief 
account of the good or evil that the man had done cut in 
symbols on his breast. There they stood eternally, men 
and women made in gold, and beneath their brows gleamed 
false eyes of emeralds. Numerous as were the niches in the 
chamber, each had its tenants ; and in the last recess — that , 
nearest to the entrance — stood a new comer ; for here in his 
gilded sheath was jdaced the corpse of Zibalbay, by the 
side of her who had been his wife and Ma}"a’s mother. 

For a moment Maya paused to look upon the bodies of 
her parents, then with a sigh and an obeisance she passed 
on, saying to me, ‘SSee, this Hall of the Dead is full, there 
is no placie loft for mo or for my descendants, and surely 
that is an evil omen. Well," she added, with a sigh, 

what does it matter where they set us when we are dead ? 
For my part I had sooner sleep in the earth, or beneath the 
waters, than stand for ever cased in gold and glaring with 
jewelled eyes upon the darkness. Yes, if I might, I should 
choose the earth that bore me, for it would turn my flesh 
to flowers." 

Then we went on defiling before the silent company of 
the golden dead, who seemed to watch us as we walked, till, 
passing round a judgment-seat that was set near the end 
of the hall, we stood in front of a little door over which 
burned great lamps. This door was guarded by two priests 
with drawn swords, which they pointed towards us as a 
sign that wo should halt. 

Then the priests who had escorted us so far fell back be- 
hind the judgment-seat, and we were left alone. 

Give the sign, keepers of the gate," said Maya. 

Thereupon one of the men with the drawn swords ut- ’ 
tered a low and peculiar cry like to the wail of a child. 
When he had made this strange sound thrice at intervals 
of about half a minute, it was answered from within by 
another and a louder cry pitched upon the same note. 
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Then of a sudden the door flung wide, and a stem- 
looking man with a shaven head came through it. 

Who are you that seek entrance into the Sanctuary ? " 
he asked ; are you gods or devils, men or women ?” 

^MVe are two men and a woman,” answered Maya, 

priests and priestess of the lle4irt, and we come to t^e 
our trial before the Council of the Heart, as is our right.” 

Do you know the open signs of the Heart, the signs 
of Brotherhood, of Unity, and of Love, that you dare to 
stand upon the threshold of the Sanctuary, to cross which 
is death to the ignorant ? ” 

“ We know them,” answered Maya. And one by one we 
gave those signs. 

Do you know the. secret signs of the Heart, that you 
dare to cross this threshold ? ” ho asked again. Otherwise 
.get you back and take your trial in the common judgment- 
hall.” 

* know them,” answered Maya, ^^and I vouch for 
these men who accompany me. Suffer me, then, to enter, 
aiid these with me, for I am here by ancient right, and I 
have knowledge both of the outward signs and the inner 
mysteries.” 

Now the man withdrew, and the door was closed behind 
him. Presently he appeared again and said : 

I have reported to the Council, and it is the will of the 
Council that you should enter.” 

Follow me,” said Maya to us, and when you are 
spoken to make no answer till I have vouched for you. I 
will answer for you.” 

The priests let their swords fall, and, passing through 
the doors, — for there were two of them connected by a short 
})assage,— once more we found ourselves standing beneath 
the mask of the Unknown god in the Sanctuary of the 
City of the Heart. But now it was no longer empty# 

Behind the little altar were three stools, and upon them, 
clad in wonderful apparel, and adorned with gold and 
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gems, sat Tikal, Mattai, and Nahna, who was the only 
woman present. In front of the altar was an open space, 
and beyond its circle, each wearing the orders of his spir- 
itual rank, sat the Brethren of the Heart according to 
their degree, to the number of thirty-six. 

Led by Maya wo advanced into the space before the 
altar, and stood there in silence. None of those present 
took note of us ; indeed, they did not seem to see us, but 
sat with bent heads and with hands folded crosswise on 
their breasts. At length one of the Brethren — ^he who was 
nearest to the door, and liad questioned us without — rose, 
and, addressing Tikal, said ; 

Keeper of the Heart, one who claims to be of our 
company stands before you, and with her two for whom 
she vouches, who, although they be strangers, by your 
command I have proved to be Brethren of the Heart,, 
though what more they may bo I know not. Be pleased, 
then, to prove them also by the voice of their sponsor, that* 
their mouths may be opened and their prayer come to 
the ears of the Council.^^ 

At his words two of the brethren rose and blindfolded 
the seilor and myself, lest we should see the sacred signs, 
with all of which, indeed, I was well acquainted, but Maya 
they did not blindfold. Tlien wo lieard Tikal asking : 

‘^How are you named who are strange to our eyes?" 
We mjide no reply, for a voice in our ears cautioned us to 
be silent. 

“ We are named ^the Son of the Sea^ and ^Ignatio the 
Wanderer,' " answered the voice of Maya. 

Son of the Sea, and Ignatio the Wanderer, why come 
you here," asked Tikal, "through the gate on which is 
written — Death to the Stranger and to the Uninstructed.' " 

Because we have a prayer to utter, an offering to make, 
and' because, although wo dwell in a far land, we are the 
servants of the Heart," answered Maya. ♦ 

How come ye here ? " 
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The Heart led, the Mouth whispered, and we followed 
the light of the Eyes." 

'^Show me the sign of the light of the Eyes, or die to 
this world." 

Now there was silence, and, though ^ve could not see it, 
Maya showed the sign on our behalf. 

Show me the second sign, the sign of the Mouth, or bo 
cursed by the Mouth, and die to this world and the next." 

Again there was silence. 

Show me the sign of the Heart, the third and greatest 
sign, lest the Heart think on you, and ye die to this world, 
to the next world, and all the worlds that are to bo j lest ye 
be cast out between the Light and Darkness, and lost in 
the gulf of fire that joins Heaven to Hell." 

Now we heard a sound of rustling, as though all the 
company had risen and were prostrating themselves, and 
presently the bandages were lifted from our eyes. 

• ‘^Strangers," said Tikal, ^^yoiir mouths are opened in 
the Sanctuary according to the ancient form, and it is law- 
ful for the Council to listen to your prayer. Speak, then, 
without fear." 

Then I spoke, saying : 

Brethren, — for so I will dare to call you, seeing that I 
also, though a stranger, am of the Brotherhood of the 
Heart, as I can prove to you if need be, — ay ! and higher in 
rank than any present here, unless it be you, 0 Keeper of 
the Heart : on my own behalf, on behalf of my brother 
who also is of our company, and on behalf of Maya, Lady 
of the Heart, daughter of him who ruled you, and heiress 
to his power, I speak and make my prayer to you. It 
would seem that we three, together with Zibalbay, who is 
dead and therefore beyond the execution of your judgment, 
have violated the laws of this city, — we by daring to enter 
its gates, and Zibalbay and the Lady Maya by leading us to 
those gates. For this crime we should have been put to 
death eight days ago upon the pyramid, had not the Lady 
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Maya here claimed a right to have our cause laid before 
this high tribunal. In her case and in that of her father 
thisf was conceded, and I pray now that the same clemency 
may be extended to me and to my brother. 

^^Upon what grounds do you claim this, stranger 
asked Tikal. 

Upon the gi*ound that we are Brethren of the inmost 
circle of the Heart, and therefore have committed no crime 
in visiting this city, which is free to us by right of our 
rank and office." 

Now there was a murmur of True^^ from the Council 
behind me, and Tikal also said ^^Truc," but added, ^^If 
you are Brethren of the inmost circle of the Heart, you arc 
free from offence ; but first you must prove that this is so, 
which as yet you have not done. A brother of the inmost 
circle knows its mysteries and can answer the secret ques- 
tions. Como, let us put you to the test, but first let tlie 
white man be removed from the Sanctuary, for in this* 
matter each must vouch for himself." 

Accordingly the seflor was led away, and, the doors having 
been closed and the lamps shaded, the oldest and most 
instructed of the councillors stood forward and put me to 
the test with many questions, all of w^hich I answered 
readily. Then they commanded me to stand before the 
altar, and, as Keeper of the Heart, to open the Heart in the 
highest degree. This I did also, though afterwards they 
told me that my ritual differed in some particulars from 
their own. After that I took up my parable and questioned 
them till at length none there could answer me, — ^no, not 
even the high priest or Mattai ; and they confessed humbly 
that I was more instructed than any one of them, and be- 
cause of this knowledge from that day forward I was held* 
in veneration in the City of the Heart. 

Now I was given a seat among the Brethren, — ^the highest, 
indeed, after those of the chief priest and the great officers, 
— ^aud the sefior was summoned. 
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He entered with a downcast look, and while Maya and I 
watched him sadly, his examination 1)egan. It was not 
long. At the second question lie became confused, msed 
angry language in Spanish and English, and broke down. • 

Brethren," said Tikal, — ^and there was joy in his eye, as 
he spoke, — it seems that we need not trouble further with 
this impostor. By daring to enter our city ho has earned 
the penalty of death ; moreover he has blackened his crime 
by claiming to be of our Brotherhood, whereas he scarcely 
knows the simplest pass-word. Is it your will that he 
should be taken to his fate ? If so, speak the word of 
doom." 

Now Maya rose affrighted, but, motioning to her to bo 
silent, I sj>oke, saying : 

Hear me before that fatal word is spoken which cannot 
be recalled! This man is of our inmost Brotherhood, 
‘though he has not been formally admitted to the inner 
circles, and has forgotten those of the mysteries which 
were taught to him at his initiation. Listen, and I will tell 
you how he came to join the Order of the Heart," — and I 
told them that tale of my rescue by the seftor, and tol<l 
them also all the story of our meeting with Zibalbay and of 
our journey to the City of the Heart, speaking to them for 
an hour or more while they hearkened earnestly. 

When I had done they debated as to the fate of the 
seflor, and — though by only one vote — decided that if I had 
nothing more to urge on his behalf he must straightway 
die. 

I have something more to urge before you pass judg- 
ment," I said in my need and despair (speaking and acting 
a lie to save the life of my beloved friend, — ^yes, I who had 
blamed Maya for this same deed), though it has to do 
with the mysteries of your religion rather than with those 
of our Order. It was the belief of Zibalbay, who is dead, 
that when the two halves of the ancient talisman — the 
halves Night and Morning, that together make the perfect 



28 o 


HEART OF THE WORLD 


Day — are set in their place in the symbol which once they 
filled before the dividing of peoples, tlicn it shall be made 
clea£* what part must be played by eacli of us wanderers in 
the fate that is to be. To this end did Zibalbay undertake 

his journey, and lo ! here is that which lie went to seek 

and I drew the talisman from my breast. ‘‘ Take it, Tikal, 
for I resign it, and lay it with its fellow in the place that 
is jirepared for them, so that we may learn, and all your 
people may learn, what truth there is in the visions of 
Zibalbay/^ 

*• That is onr desire," answered Tikal, taking the severed 
emerald and its counterpart whi(?li Maya gave to him. 
“ Let the white man. Son of the Sea, be placed without 
the Sanctuary and guarded there awhile, for so at least he 
will gain time to prepare himself for death. Fear not, 
lady," he added, noting Maya’s anxious face, no harm 
shall bo done to him till this matter of the prophecy is 
made clear." 

Now for the second time the seflor was removed, and 
when he had gone Tikal spoke, tracing the history of the 
prophecy so far as it was known, and reciting its substance, 
— that when once more the two halves of the symbol of the 
Heart were laid side by side in their place on the altar in 
the Saiu^tiiary, then from that hour the people should grow 
great again. 

“ In all tliis," lie said, have little faith ; still, Zibal- 
bay, who in his way was wise, believed it, and, the story 
having gone abroad, the people clamour that it should be 
put to the test. Is this your will also ? " 

It is our will," answered the Councillors. 

Good. Then let it be done, and on your heads be it if 
harm should come of the deed. Mattai, the Council com- 
mands you to set these fragments in the hollow of the 
symbol.” 

If such is the order of the Council I have no choice 
^ut to obey," said Mattai. Yet, though none else have 
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done 80, I give my voice against it, for I hold that this is 
childishness, and never did I know any good to spring 
from prophecies, and he paused as though waiting for an 
answer. 

Obey ! Obey 1 ” said the Council, for curiosity had got 
a hold of them, and they craned their necks forward to see 
what might happen. 

Obey ! repeated Tikal. But beware how you shake 
the Heart, lest the legend prove true and we should perish 
in the doom of waters.” 

Theii Mattai set the two halves of the talisman in their 
place ; and Jis before, in the midst of an utter silence, lo ! 
the symbol opened like a dower. Leaning forward I saw 
the eye within its hollow ; but it seemed to mo that the fire 
had faded from the heart of the jewel, for now it gleamed 
coldly, like the eye of a man who is two hours dead. I 
think that Mattai noted this also, for as the symbol opened 
•he started and his hand shook. 

Now, wlien they saw the marvel, a gasp of wonder rose 
from the Council, then Tikal spoke, saying : 

It seems that there was wisdom in Zibalbay^s madness, 
for the Heart has opened indeed, and within it is a stone 
eye resting upon a plate of gold that is covered with 
writing.” 

Bead the writing ! ” they cried. 

Displacing the eye, Tikal lifted the plate of gold and 
scanned it. 

I cannot,” he said, shaking his head. It is written 
in a character more ancient than any I have learned. Take 
it, Mattai, for you are instructed in such signs.” 

Now Mattai took the tablet and studied it long with 
an anxious face, upon which at length light broke that 
changed anon to wonder, or rather blank amaze, so that I, 
watching him, began to think, not knowing all the clever- 
ness of Mattai, that thesefior was right, and the tablet had 
been tampered with since we saw it. 
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Read ! Road ! " cried the Council. 

Brethren," he said, the words seem clear, and yet so 
strange is this writing that I fear my learning is at fault, 
and that I had best give it to others to decipher." 

^^No ; read, read," they cried again, almost angrily. 

Then he read : 

This is the voice of the Nameless god tha^i his prophet 
hoard in the year of the building of the Sanctuary, and 
graved upon a tablet of gold which ho set in a secret place 
in the symbol of the Sanctuary, to be declared in that far- 
oif hour when the lost is found and the signs of the Day 
and the Night are come together. To thee it speaks, un- 
born daughter of a chief to be, whose name is the name of 
a nation. When my people have grown old and their num- 
bers are lessened, and their heart is faint, then, maiden, 
take to thyself as a husband a man of the race of the white 
god, a son of the sea-foam, whom thou shalt lead hither > 
across the desert, for so my people shall once more prosper 
and grow strong, and the land shall be to thy child and 
the child of the god, east and west, and north and south, 
further than my eagles wing between sunrise and set." 

Now, as Mattai read, the face of Tikal grew black with 
rage, and before ever the echoes of his voice had died away, 
he sprang from his seat crying : 

Whoever it was that wrote this lying prophecy, god or 
man, let him be accursed. Shall the Lady Maya — tor her 
it must be whose name is the name of a nation — ^be given 
in marriage to the white dog who awaits his doom without 
that door, and shall his son rule over us ? First will I see 
her dead and him with her ! " 

Then one of the oldest of the Council, a man named 
Dimas, who, as I learned afterwards, had been foster- 
brother to Zibalbay, rose and answered wrathily : 

It seems that these things must be so, Tikal, and be- 
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ware how you utter threats of doatli lest they should fall 
upon your own head. Wo have called upon the god, and 
the god has spoken in no uncertain voice. The Lady Mfiyn, 
must become wife to the white man. Son of the Sea, and. 
then things shall befall as they are fated.” 

What ? ” answered Tikal. Is this wandering stranger 
to be set over me and all of us ? ” 

That I do not know,” said the Councillor, the writing 
does not say so ; the writing says that his son shall be set 
over us, and as yet he has no son. But this is certain, that 
the Lady Maya must be given to him as wife, and in her 
right he well may rule, seeing that she is the lawful heir to 
her father, and not you, Tikal, although you have usurped 
her place.” 

Now many voices called upon Maya, and she stood for- 
ward and spoke, with downciist eyes. 

• What shall I say ? ” she began, except one thing, that 
,my will is the will of the gods, and if it is fated that I 
should bo given to the white man in marriage, why, so let 
it be. For many years I taught to look elsewhere, but 
he who was to have been my husband — ” and she pointed 
towards Tikal — chose himself another wife, and now I 
i^ee that he did this not altogether of his own will, but be- 
cause it was BO decreed. One thing more. I, who am but 
a woman, have no desire to nile or to take the place that 
the Lady Nahua holds. The writing says that in a day to 
come, a far-off day, some child of mine; if indeed I am that 
^ daughter of a chief whose name is the name of a nation,' 
shall rule in truth. Let him then come in his hour and 
take the glories that await him, and meanwhile, Tikal, do 
you sit in your place and leave me to rest in peace.” 

' The Lady Maya speaks you fair, Tikal, and my daugh- 
ter,” said Mattai, and if the people will have it, jrou may 
do well to accept her offer, leaving the future to shape 
itself. She says she is ready to take the white man as a 
husband, but we have not yet heard whether the white man 
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will take her as a wife. It may be — ” he added with a smile — 
^Hhat he will rather choose to die ; but at the least we must 
hay^ an answer from his lips^ — ^that is, if you accept this 
prophecy as sent from heaven. Say, do you accept it 
We accept it,” answered the Council almost with one 
voice. 

‘‘Then let the wliite man, Son of the Sea, be brought 
before us,” said Mattai. 


CHAPTER XXI 

THE MARRIAGE OP MAYA 

Presently the door opened and the sefior was led into the 
Sanctuary, as he thought to his death, for I saw that his 
teeth were set and that his hand was clenched as though to 
defend himself. But as he came the most of the Council 
rose and bowed to him, crying : 

“ Hail to you ! Son of the Sea, Favoured of Heaven, 
Father fore-ordained of the Deliverer to come ! ” 

Then ho knew that the plot had succeeded, and he uttered 
a great sigh of relief. 

“Hearken, white lord,” said Mattai, for Tikal sat still 
and scowled on him in silence ; “the gods have spoken by 
their oracle. As Zibalbay thought, so it is, and your feet 
have been led for a purpose to the gates of the City of the 
Heart. Listen to the words of the gods,” — and, taking 
the tablet, he read to him the false prophecy. “ Now 
choose, White Man. Will you take the Lady Maya to wife, 
or will you be put to death in that, having wandered to 
the City of the Heart, you refuse to obey the command of ’ 
its gods?” 

Now the seflor thought and answered : 

“ The man would be foolish who hesitated between death 
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and so fair and sweet a bride. Still, this is a matter that I 
cannot decide alone. What says the Lady Maya ? " 

*^She says," answered Maya, “that although this is^a 
marriage for which she did not look, and it is a new thing 
that a daughter of the Heart should take a stranger of loss 
ancient blood to husband, the will of Heaven is her will, 
and the lord that Heaven chooses for her shall be her 
lord," — and she stretched out her hand to the seflor. 

He took it, and, bending down, kissed her fingers, say- 
ing: 

“ May I be worthy of your choice, Lady.’^ 

Now I thought that the ceremonies wore finished, and 
was glad, for I grew weary of Jissisting at this farce, but 
the old priest, Zibalbay^s foster-brother, rose and said : 

“One thing more must be done, Brethren, before wo 
leave this Sanctuary, and it is to swear in these strangers 
a» members of the Council. They liave wandered here 
from far, and hero with us they must live and die, seeing 
that both of them know our secrets, and one of them is 
predestined to become the father of that great lord for 
whose arising we have looked for many generations, and 
therefore, until the child is born, he must be watched and. 
guarded as priests watch a sacred fire." 

“ Ay ! it is well thought of. Let them be sworn, and 
learn that to break the oath is death," was the answer. 

Then Mattai rose, as Keeper of the Sanctuary, and said : 

“You, White Man, Son of the Sea, and you, Ignatio, the 
Wanderer, a Lord of the Heart, do swear upon the hojy 
symbol of the Heart, the oath to break which is to die 
horribly in this world and to be lost everlastingly in the 
worlds that are to be. You swear, setting in pledge your 
souls and bodies for the fulfilment of the oath, that neither 
by word nor sign nor deed will you reveal aught of the . 
mysteries or the councils of this Brotherhood, whereof you 
will be the faithful servants till your deaths, holding it 
supreme above every power upon earth. You swear that^ 

X 
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you will not possess yourselves of the treasures of the City 
of the Heart, nor, without the consent of this high Brother- 
hood, attempt to leave its gates or to bring any stranger 
within its walls. These things you swear with your hands 
upon the altar, sotting in pledge your souls and bodies for 
the fulfllmcnt of the oath." 

Other clauses there were also which I have forgotten, 
but tliis was the substance of the vow that was dictated to 
us. We looked at each other helplessly, and then, there 
being no escape, wo swore, kneeling before the altar, with 
our hands resting upon it. 

As the solemn words of confirmation passed our lips, we 
heard a sound of the movement of heavy stones behind us. 

Arise now," said the old priest, turn. Brethren, and 
look upon that which lies behind you." 

We obeyed, and the next instant shrank back against 
the altar in alarm, for within six feet of us a massive stone 
in the floor had been lifted, revealing the mouth of a well, 
from the deep recesses of which came the distant sound of 
rushing waters. 

^‘Behold, Brethren," he went on, ^^and should the oath 
which you have sworn bo broken in a single letter, learn 
after what fashion you must suffer for your sins. Into that 
pit you shall be cast, that the water may choke your breath, 
and the demons of the under-world may prey upon your 
souls through all eternity. Have you seen, and, seeing, do 
you understand ? " 

We have seen, and we understand," we answered. 

Then let the mouth of the pit be sealed again, and 
pray you in your hearts that it may never be opened to re- 
ceive the living body of you or of any of us. Son of the 
Sea, and you, Ignatio the Wanderer, the oaths have been* 
sworn, and the ceremony is finished. Henceforth till your 
deaths you are of our number, sharers in our rights and ‘ 
privilegos,.4ind to you will bo as8igne<| houses, attendants 
and revenues, fitted- to your station. Oo forth, Bi^thren, 
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that you may refresh yourselves, and prepare to meet the 
people upon the summit of the pyramid at dawn ; that is, 
within an hour. Lead them away with you, my Cord 
Mattai.^' 

So we went, leaving behind us the talisman of the 
Broken Heart, for the priests refused to return it to mo, 
saying that at length the tokens named Day and Night liad 
come together in their ancient place, and lienceforth there 
they must bide for over. Accompanied by Maya, Mattai, 
and the escort of priests, we passed through the halls and 
passages out into the courtyard of the temple, and thence 
to apartments in the palace, where we refreshed ourselves 
with food, for we were weary. 

The trick had succeeded, the ordeal was past, and for 
the present at least we were no longer in danger of our 
lives : more, the power of Mattai was confirmed, and his 
•daughter was assured in lier position as the wife of Tikal ; 
and the scflor and the Lady Maya were about to attain to 
the fulness of their desire, and to be declared one in tho 
presence of the people. Yet never did I partake of a 
sadder meal, or behold faces more oppressed by care and 
the fear of the future ; for, though nothing was said, in our 
hearts each of us knew that we had become parties to a 
crime, and that sooner or later, in this way or in that, our 
evil-doing would find us out. Putting iljis matter aside, I 
myself had good reason to mourn, seeing that, whatever the 
others had gained, I had won nothing ; moreover I found 
myself bound by a solemn oath not even to attempt to 
leave this city whither I had journeyed with such high 
hopes. Well, the thing was done, and it was useless to re- 
gret it or to think of the future, so, turning to Mattai, I 
asked him what was to happen on the pyramid. 

There will be a great gathering of the people," he 
' answered, ^'as is customary at dawn after the night of the 
liising of Waters, and there they will be told all that has 
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happened in the Sanctuary, and then, if it is their will, 
Tikal will be confirmed as cacique according to the bar- 
gain* and either to-day or to-morrow the white man here 
will become the husband of the Lady Maya, in order”— he 
added with a sneer — “that of their union may be born the 
Deliverer wdio is to be. Now, if you are ready, it is time 
for us to go, for the multitude is gathered, and an escort 
waits us without.” 

Leaving the palace we placed ourselves in the centre of 
a party of nobles and guards who were in attendance, and 
marched across the courtyard and up the steps of the 
pyramid. The night was growing grey with the breaking 
of the dawn, and in the pearly light, through wliich the 
stars shone faintly, wo pen^eived that bands of priests and 
nobles, w^rapped in their broidered Herapes , — for the morn- 
ing air was chilly, — stood in their appointed places round 
the altar. In front of them were ranged the dense masses 
of the people, drawn here to make their prayers upon this * 
feast day, and also by desire to learn the truth as to the 
death of Zibalbay ; the fate of the strangers who had ac- 
companied him from the unknown lands ; the decision of 
the Council as to the successor to the place and power of 
cacique ; and lastly, wdiether or no the oracle of the god 
had spoken to his priests upon this or any other matter 
when the lost talisman was set in its place in the Sanctu- 
ary. 

On reaching the altar, seats were given to us among the 
nobles of the Heart, those of Maya and the sefior being 
placed in such fashion that they would be visible to the 
whole multitude. 

Then followed a silence, tilLat length a priest who was 
stationed upon the roof of the watch-house blew a silver 
trumpet and proclaimed that the dawn was broken, where** 
on. bands of singers who were in readiness began to chant a 
very beautiful hymn of which the refrain was caught up 
by the audience. As they sang, a beam from the rising sun 
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struck upon the fire that burned above the altar, and again 
the trumpet sounded. Then, in the silence that followed, 
the priest who stood by the fire, clothed in white robes, 
prayed in a loud voice, saying : 

0 god, our god, let our sins die with the dying year. 
0 god, our god, strengthen us with thy strength, comfort 
us with thy comfort during the day that is to be. 0 god, 
our god, have pity upon us, lift us from the darkness of the 
past, and give ns light in the coming time. Hear us. Heart 
of Heaven, hear us ! " 

lie ceased, and from the surrounding gloom many voices 
made response, saving : llpar u*s, Heart of Heave n, hear 

Then for a space the old priest stood still, the firelight 
flickering on his tall form and rapt countenance as he gazed 
towards the east. Greyer and more grey grew the gloom, 
till of a sudden a ray from the unrisen sun shot through 
the shadows like a spear and fell athwart the summit of the 
pyramid, paling the holy lire, that seemed to shrink before 
it. At the coming of the sunbeam the multitude of wor- 
shippers — men and women together — rose from the marble 
pavement whereon they had been kneeling in prayer, and, 
casting off the dark cloaks which covered their white robes, 
they turned, extending their arms towards the east, and 
cried with one accord : 

^^Hail to thee, 0 sun ! bringer of all good things. Hail 
to thee, new-born child ‘of god ! 

Now the light grew fast, and soon the city appeared, ris- 
ing white and beautiful from its veil of mist ; and, as the 
glory of the daylight fell upon it, other priests who stood by 
the altar uttered prayers appointed to be offered upon this 
day of the beginning of the Eising of Waters. To the 
People of the Heart the occasion was a great one, seeing 
that but little rain falls in their country, and thus they de- 
pended for a bountiful harvest upon the inundation of the 
island and of the low shores that lay around the lake by its 
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waters swollen with the melted snow of the great moun- 
tains on the mainland. When the waters retreated, then 
they planted their grain in rich land made fertile by the 
mud, without labour to themselves, whence, before the lake 
rose again, they gathered their corn and other crops. 

When they had ended their praying, and gifts of fresh 
flowers had been laid upon the altar by beautiful children 
chosen for that purpose, Tikal blessed the multitude as 
high priest, and the simple ceremony came to an end. 

Then Mattai rose to speak, telling the people all things 
that had hfippened, or so much of them as it was expedient 
that they should know. He told them of the death of 
Zibalbay, of the setting of the lost talisman in the symbol, 
and of the writing that was found therein, which he read 
aloud to them amidst a dead silence. Then he told them 
how the Lady Maya and the white man had consented to be 
married in obedience to the voice of the oracle ; and lastly, 
how she, the Lady Maya, had desired that her cousin Tikal 
should continue to be cacique of the City of the Heart, that 
slie might have more leisure to attend upon her heaven- 
sent husband, and to be at rest until that child was become 
a man, whose wisdom and power should make them even 
greater tlian their forefathers had been. 

When he had finished his address there was much ap- 
plause and other expressions of joy, and a spokesman from 
among the people asked when the marriage of the white 
man, Son of the Sea, to the Lady Maya, would take place. 

This question she answered in person, saying modestly 
that it was her lord^s will that it should take place that 
very night in the banqueting-hall of tJie palace, and that a 
groat feast should be celebrated in honour of it. 

After this the talking came to an end, Tikal having said 
no word, good or bad, beyond such as the duties of his ofiBce 
required ; and according to the custom of the country many 
people, noble and simple, came forward to congratulate her 
who was about to be made a bride* Weary of watching 
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them and of hearing their pretty speeches, I took adrantago 
of the escort of a friendly noble and went to see the cere- 
mony of the closing of the flood -gate, a huge block of nnid'ble 
that slid down a groove into a niche prepared to receive it, 
where it was fastened with great bars of copper and sealed 
by certain officers, although, so I was told, the rising water 
would not reach it for another eight or ten days. Even 
though the flood should prove to be a low one, it was death 
to break those seals for a space of four full months, and 
during p,ll this time any who would leave the city must do 
so by means of ladders reaching from the wall to little 
wooden jetties, where boats were moored. Afterwards we 
walked round the walls and through some of the main 
streets, and I marvelled at the greatness of this haJf-de- 
serted place, for tlie most of it was in ruins, and at the 
many strange sights that I siiw in it. Indeed, I think that 
Mexico, in the time of Montezuma, my forefatlier, was not 
'more powerful or populous than tliis town must have boon 
in the days of its prosperity. 

About midday I returned to the apartments that had 
been assigned to me in the pjilace, and, liearing that the 
sefior was still in attendance upon the Lady Maya, I ate 
my dinner alone with such ai)petitc as I could find, and lay 
down to sleep awhile. 

I was awakened from my rest by the sellor, who arrived, 
looking merry as lie used to be before oyer Molas came to 
lead us to the old Indian doctor and his daughter, and full 
of talk about the preparations for his wedding that night. 
I listened to all he had to say, and strove earnestly to fall 
into his mood, but, as 1 suppose, without effect, for in the 
end he fell into mine, which was but a sad one, and began 
to talk regretfully of the past and doubtfully of the future. 
Now I did my best to cheer him, but with little avail, for 
he shook his head and said : 

'^Indian as she is, I love Maya, and no other woman has 
been or can be so much to me ; and yet I am afraid, Igna« 
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tio, for this marriage is ill-omened, and I pray that what 
was begun in trickery may not end in desolation. Also 
th6 future is black both for you and for me. You came 
here for a certain purpose and will desire to leave again to 
follow your purpose; nor, although I take this lady to 
wife, do I wish to spend my days in the City of the Heart. 
And yet it would seem that, unless we can escape, this is 
what we must do." 

Let us hope that we shall be able to escape," I answered. 

^*1 doubt it," he said, ^^for already I have discovered 
that, though we be treated with all honour, yet we shall 
be closely watched, or at least 1 shall, for certain reasons. 
Still, come what may, I trust that this marriage will make 
no breacli in our friendship, Ignatio." 

do not know, seflor," I answered, though I think 
that for weeks its shadow has lain between us, and I fear 
lest that shadow should deepen. Also it has been fated 
that women and their loves should come between me, my 
ambitions, and my friends. From the moment that my 
eyes fell upon the Lady Maya bound to the altar in the 
chapel of the hacienda, I felt that lier great beauty would 
bring trouble upon us, and it would seem that my heart 
did not lie to me. Now, under her guidance, we liave en- 
tered upon a dark and doubtful path, whereof no man can 
see the end." 

Yes," he answered, but we took that path in order 
to save our lives." 

She took it, not to save her life, on which I think she 
sets little store, but to win a husband whom she desires. 
For my part I hold tliat it would have been better for us 
to die, if God so willed it, than to live on with hearts 
fouled by deceit, seeing that in the end die we must, but 
no years of added, life can wear away that stain. Well, 
this must seem sad talk to the ears of a bridegroom. For* 
get it, friend, and rest awhile that jt>u may do credit to 
the marriage-feast," 
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Without answering, the seflor lay down upon the bed, 
where he remained — whether sleeping or awake I do not 
hnow — till the hour of sunset, when lie was aroused the 
arrival of several lords and attendants who came to lead 
him to the bath. On his return other messengers entered, 
bearing magnificent robes and jewels, the gift of the Lady 
Maya, to be worn by him and by mo at the ceremony. 
Then, barbers having trimmed and scented his fair hair and 
beard according to the fasliioii of this people, he was decked 
out like a victim for the sacrifice. 

So soon as all was prepared, the doors wore flung wide, 
and six officers of the palace (*ame through them, bearing 
W’ands of office in their liands, a(‘conipanied by a troop of 
singing-girls chosen for their loveliness, which, to speak 
truth, was not small. In the midst of tliese officers and 
ladies the seflor w'as placed, and, followed by myself, who 
walked behind with a heavy heart, Ijo set out for the ban- 
queting-hall. As wo reached it the doors wore thrown 
open and the singers sot u]) a love song, pretty enough, 
but so foolish that I have forgotten it. We passed the 
threshold and found that the great hall was crowded with 
guests arrayed in their most brilliant attire, whereon the 
lamplight shone bravely. Through tliis (Company we 
walked till we reached an open Kj)aco at tljo far end of 
the hall, around which in a senncirclo sat the members 
of the Council of the Heart, Tikal and his wife being placed 
in the centre of them, having Mattai on their right, and on 
their left that old priest Dimas, the foster-brother of Zi- 
balbay, whq had administered the oatli to us. 

As we advanced, with one exception, all the Council rose 
and bowed to the seflor. That exception was Tikal, who 
stared straight before him and did not move. Scarcely 
had they resumed their seats when the sound of singing 
was heard again, mingled with that cf music, and far away 
at the foot of the long hall appeared a band of musicians 
playing upon pipes of reeds, clad in the royal livery of 
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green, and crowned with oak-Ieav^s. After the musicians 
marched, or rather danced, a number of young girls robed 
in i^hitc only, and carrying white lilies in their hands, 
which they threw upon the floor to be trodden by the feet 
of the bride. Next came Maya herself, a sight of beauty 
such as stirred even my cold heart, and caused me to think 
more gently of the sefior, who had become party to a trick 
to win her. She also was arrayed in white, embroidered 
witli gold, and having the symbol of the Heart blazoned 
on Ijer breast ; about her w'aist and neck were a girdle and 
collar of priceless emeralds ; on ||br head was set a tiara of 
I)orfcct pearls taken in past ages from the shell-fish of the 
lake, and round her wrists and ankles were bangles of dead 
gold. Her waving hair hung loose almost to her sandalled 
feet, and in her liand, as token of her rank, she boro a 
little golden sceptre, having at one end a great pearl, and. 
at the other a lieart-shaped emerald. On she came, or 
rather floated, her delicate head held high ; and so strange 
and beautiful was tlm aspect of her face, that for my part, 
from the instant that I l)eheld it till she stood before me 
by tlie bridegroom, I seemed to see naught else. It was 
very palo and somewhat set ; indeed at that moment Maya 
looked more like a white woman than one of Indian blood, 
and her curved lips were parted as though they waited for 
some forgotten words to pass them. Her deep-blue eyes 
also were set wide, and, beneath the shadow of their lashes, 
seemed full of mystery and wonder, like the eyes of one 
who walks in her sleep and beholds things invisible to the 
waking sight. Presently they fell upon the eyes of the 
sefior, and of a sudden grew human, while the red blood 
mantled on her breast and arms and brow. 

Then for me the spell was broken, and I glanced at 
Tikal and sa'w that on his face was that same look with 
which he had greeted Maya when, on the night of his own 
wedding-feast, he beheld her whom he believed to be dead, 
standing before him clothed in life and beauty. Eagerly, 
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despairingly, he watched her, and I noticed that tears stood, 
in Jiis angry eyes, and that a gust of jealous rage shook him 
from head to foot when he saw her flush with joy at®the 
siglit of his white rival. From Tikal my glance travelled 
to the dark beauty at his side, Nahua, his wife, and I be- 
came aware that in this instant she grew certain of what 
perhaps before slie only guessed, tliat in his heart her hus- 
band loathed her, as with all his soul and strength he loved 
the affianced of his youth wlio stood before him the bride 
of another man. Doubt, fear, rage looked out in turn 
from hcr*ominous eyes as tlie knowledge went home, to be 
succeeded by a possessing misery, the misery of one who 
knows that all which makes life good to her is for ever lost. 
Then, pressing her hands to her heart for a moment, she 
turned jiside to hide her shame and wretchedness, and 
wlien she looked ui^ again her face was cabn as the face of 
a statue, but on it was frozen a mask of unchanging hate, 
— hate of the woman who had robbed her. 

Now the bridegroom ami tlie bride stood together in the 
open space surrounded by the half circle of tlie Council of 
the Heart, among whom I was given a seat, while behind 
them were arranged the musicians and singing-girls, and 
behind these again pressed the glittering audience of mar- 
riage-guests. When all were in their places a herald rose 
and cried out the names and titles of the pair, reciting 
briefly that they were to be wed by the direct command of 
the guardian god of the city, by the wish* of the Council of 
the Heart, and because of the love that they bore one an- 
other. Next, reading from a written roll, he published the 
text of the agreement whereby Maya renounced her right 
as ruler in favour of her cousin Tikal, and I noticed that 
‘ this agreement was received by the company in cold silence 
and with some few expressions of disapproval. Lastly, 
from another roll ho read the list of the honours, preroga- 
• tives, offices, wealth, houses, and servants which were 
thereby assigned to the Lady Maya and her consort, and 
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also to myself their friend, for the maintenance of their 
rank and dignity and of my comfort. 

Having finished his task, he asked the sefior and Maya 
whether they had heard all that he had read by command 
of the Council, and, if so, whether they approved thereof. 
They bowed their heads in assent, whereupon the herald 
turned, and, addressing Tikal by all his titles, called upon 
him, in virtue of his priestly office and of his position as 
chief of the state, to make these two one in the face of 
the people, according to the ancient custom of the land. 

Tikal heard him and rose from his seat as though to 
commence the service, then sank down again, saying : 

^‘Seek some other priest. Herald, for this thing I will 
not do.'^ 


CHAPTER XXir 

M.\TTAI PROPHESIES EVIL 

At Tikal’s words the company murmured in astonishment, 
and Matbii, bending forward, began to whisper in his ear. 
Tikal listenerl for a moment, then turned upon him fiercely 
and said aloud, so that all could hear him : 

I tell you, Mattai, that I will be no party to this ini- 
quity. Hiis such a thing been heard of before, tliat the 
Lady of the Heart, the highest lady in the land, should be 
given in marriage to a stranger who, like some lost dog, 
has wandered to our gate ?" 

The prophecy began Mattai. 

The prophecy ! I put no faith in prophecies. Why 
-should I obey a prophecy written how, when, or by whom 
I do not know ? This lady was my affianced bride, and 
now I am asked to unite her to a nameless man who is not* 
even of our blood or faith. Well, I will not."^ 
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Surely, lord, you blaspheme,” answered Mattai, grow- 
ing wrath, ^‘seeing that it is not for the high priest to 
speak against the oracle of the god. Also,” he added, i%jth 
meaning, what can it be to you, who are not ten days 
wed to the lady at your side, that she to whom once you 
were affianced should choose another as her husband ? ” 

What is it to me ?” said Tikal, furiously. ^^If you 
desire to know, I will tell you. It is everything. How did 
I come to break my troth and to take your daughter as a 
wife ? Through you, Mattai, through you, the liar and tho 
false prophet. Did you not swear to me that Maya was 
dead yonder in the wihlerness ? And did you not, to sat- 
isfy your own ambitions, force me on to take your daughter 
to wife ? Ay ! and is not this marriage between tho Lady 
of the Heart and the white man a jilot of yours devised for 
the furthering of your ends ? ” 

Now, while all stood astonislied, of a sudden Nahua, who 
•hitherto had listened in stony silence, rose and said : 

“The Lord 'JMkal, my liusband, forgets that common 
courtesy should protect even an unwelcome wife from pub- 
lic insult.” Then she turned and left the hall by tho door 
which was behind her. 

Now a murmur of pity for the lady, and indignation at 
the man, ran through the company, and as it died away 
Tikal said : “ Evil will come of this night^s work, and in it 
I will have no hand. Do wdiat you w^ill, and abide the 
issue,”— and before any could speak in ^^nswor he also had 
loft the hall, followed by his guards. 

For a while there was silence, then men began to talk 
confusedly, and some of the members of the Brotherhood 
of the Heart, rising from their chairs, took hurried counsel 
together. At length they reseated themselves, and, hold- 
ing up his hand to secure silence, Mattai spoke thus : 

Forgive me,” he said, addressing the audience, if my 
words seem few and rough, but it is hard for me to be calm 
in face of the open insult which has been put upon my 
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daughter and myself before you all. I will not stoop to 
answer the charges that the Lord Tikal lias brought against 
me ^n his rage. Surely some evil power must have afflicted 
him with madness^ that^ forgetting his honour as a man^ 
and his duty as a prince and priest, he should dare to utter 
such calumnies against the god we worship, the white man 
whom the god has chosen to be a husband to the Lady 
Maya, and myself, the Keeper of the Sanctuary. There 
were many among you who held me foolish when, after 
much prayer and thought, to further what I believed to be 
the tnie interests of the whole people, 1 gave my voice in 
favour of the lifting up of Tikal to fill the place and hon- 
our of cacique in room of our late prince, Zibalbay, whom 
we thought dead with his daughter in the wilderness. To- 
day I see that they were right, and that I was foolish in- 
deed. But enough of regrets and bitter talk, that make ill 
music at a marriage-feast. Tikal, the head of our hierarchy, 
has gone, but other priests are left, nor is his will the will 
of the Council, or of the People of the Heart for whom the 
Council speaks. Their will it is that this marriage should 
go forward, and Dimas, my brother, as the oldest among 
us, I call upon you to celebrate it." 

Now the company shouted in applause, for they were set 
upon this strange union of a white man with their lady, if 
only because it was a new thing and touched their imagina- 
tion ; and even those of them who were of his party were 
wrath with Tikal on account of his ill behaviour and the 
cruel afiPront that he had offered to his new-made wife. 

So soon as the tumult had died away, the old priest 
Dimas rose, and, taking the hands of Maya and the seflor, 
he joined them and said a very touching and beautiful • 
prayer over them, blessing them, and entreating the spirit. 
Heart of Heaven, and other gods, to give them increase ^ 
and to make them happy in a mutual love. Lastly, he 
laid a white silken cloth, which had been prepared, upon ' 
their h^s as they knelt before him, a^d,^ loosing the^> 
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emerald girdle from about the waist of the bride> he took 
her right hand and placed it upon the arm of the seflor, 
then he bound the girdle round wrist and arm> bucklq^ it, 
and in a few solemn words declared these twain to be man ' 
and wife in the face of Heaven and earth till death undid 
them. 

Now the cloth was lifted and the girdle loosed, and, stand- 
ing upon their feet, the new-wed pair kissed each other be- 
fore the people. A shout of joy went up that shook the 
panelled roof, and one by one, in order of their rank, the 
guests pressed forward to wish happiness to the bride and 
bridegroom, most of them bringing somo costly and beau- 
tiful gift, which they gave into tlie charge of the waiting- 
ladies. Last of all came the old priest Dimas, and said : 

Sweet bride, the gift that I am commanded by the 
Council to make to you, though of little value in itself, is 
-yet one of the most precious to be found within the walls of 
this ancient city, being nothing less than the holy symbol of 
the all-seeing Eye of the Heart of Heaven, which, through 
you, men behold to-day for the first time for many genera- 
tions. Wear it always, lady, and remember that though 
this jewel has no sight, yet that Eye, whereof it is a token, 
from hour to hour reads your most secret soul and pur- 
pose. Make your thoughts, then, as fair as is your body, 
and let your breast harbour neither guile nor evil ; for of all 
these things, in a day to come, you must surely give ac- 
count.” 

As he spoke he drew from the case that hid it nothing 
less than that awful Eye which we had seen within the hol- 
low of the Heart, when with unhallowed hands we robbed 
it, substituting the false for the true. Now it had been set 
in a band of gold and hung to a golden chain which he 
placed about the neok of the bride, so that the red and cruel- 
looking gem lay gleaming on her naked breast. Maya 
bowed and muttered some words of thanks, but I saw that 
her spirit failed her at the touch of the ominous thing, for 
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she tamed faint and would have fallen had not her husband 
caught her by the arm. 

While the seflor and his wife were receiving gifts and 
listening to pretty speeches, a number of attendants had 
brought tables laden with every sort of food from behind 
the pillars where they had been prepared, and at a signal 
the feast began. It was long and joyous, though joy seemed 
to have faded from the face of Maya, who sat neither eat- 
ing nor drinking, but from time to time lifting the red eye 
from her breast as though it scorched her skin. At length 
she rose, and, accompanied by lier husband, walked bowing 
down the hall to the court-yard, where bearers waited for 
them with carrying-chairs. In these they seated themselves, 
and a procession having been formed, very long and splen- 
did, though I will not stay to describe it, we started to march 
round the great square to the sound of music and singing, 
our path being lit by the light of the moon and with hun- 
dreds of torches. Here in this square were gathered all 
the population of the City of the Heart, men, women, and 
children, to greet the bride, each of them bearing flowers 
and a flaming torch ; and never have I seen any sight more 
beautiful than this of their welcome. 

The circuit of the square being accomplished, the pro- . 
cession halted at the palace gates, and many hands were 
stretched out to help the bride and bridegroom from their 
litters. It was at this moment that I, who was stand- 
ing near, felt a man wrapped in a large feather cloak 
push past me, and saw that he held something which 
gleamed like a knife. 

By instinct, as it were, I cried, Beware, my friend ! " 
in Spanish, and in so piercing a voice that it caught the 
sefior^s ear. He swung round, for already he was standing 
on his feet, and, as he turned, the man in the cloak r^hed 
at him and stabbed with the knife. But, being warned, the 
fehor was too quick for him. Springing to one side, with 
the same movement he d^alt his would-be murderer a great 
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buffet^ that caused him to drop the dagger and sent him 
staggering into the dense shadow, of the archway. 

For some seconds no one seemed to understand what had 
happened, and when they did and began to search for the 
man, he was not to be found. Who he was, or why he had 
attempted this cowardly deed, was never discovered ; but for 
my part I have little doubt that either Tikal himself or 
some creature of his was wrapped in the dark feather cloak, 
and sought thus to rid him of his rival. Indeed, as time 
went on, this belief took firm hold of the mind of the people, 
and was* one of the causes that led to the sapping of TikaFs 
power and popularity. 

Very hastily the seflor assured the lords in attendance 
who crowded round him that he had received no manner of 
hurt, and then, after speaking a few brief words of thanks, 
he withdrew into the palace with his wife, and I saw him 
ho more that night. 

The day of this marriage was to me the beginning of the 
longest and most weary year that ever I have spent in a long 
and weary life. Very soon I understood how it came about 
that Maya- had learned to hate the City of the Heart in 
which she was born, its people, and its ways, and ardently 
to desire a new life in now lands. Here there was no change 
and little work ; here, enervated by a cloying luxury, the 
poor remnant of a great civilisation rotted slowly to its fall, 
and none lifted a hand to save it. Since hien must do some- 
thing, the priests and nobles plotted for place and power 
indeed, and the common people listlessly followed this trade 
or that, providing food and raiment for the community, — 
not for themselves, — ^but there was little heart in what they 
did, and they took no pleasure in it. Basking in the eternal 
sunslfine, they loitered from the cradle to the grave, hop- 
ing nothing, suffering nothing, fearing nothing, content to 
feast amid their crumbling palais, and, when they were 
weary, to sleep till it was time to feast again, satisfying 
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their souls the while with the husks of a faith whereof they 
had lost the meaning. Such were the people of whom Zi- 
ballj^y hoped to fashion a race of conquerors ! 

Still, to this life they were born and it became them ; 
indeed, they could have endured no other, for the breath 
of hardship must have melted them away as my Indian 
forefathers molted beneath the iron rule of the Spaniard, 
but to me it was a daily torment. Often I have beheld 
some wild creature pine and die in its prison, though food 
was given to it in greater abundance than it could find 
in its native woods, and like that wild creature was I in 
this soft City of the Heart. 

The wealth I came to seek was round me in abundance, 
useless and unproductive as the dead hands that had stored 
it, and yonder in Mexico were men who by aid of that 
wealth might become free and great : but alas ! I could 
not bring them together. I could not even escape from 
my gaol, for my every movement was watched. Yet I 
would have tried so to do had it not been for the seflor, 
who, when I spoke of it, said I should be no true friend if 
I went and left him alone in this house of strangers. In- 
deed his plight was worse than mine, for he too soon grew 
utterly weary of this dreadful city of eternal summer, and 
of everything in it except his wife. For whole hours we 
would sit gazing on the wide waters of the lake, and make 
plan after plan whereby we might gain the mountains and 
freedom, only to abandon each in turn. For they were 
hopeless. Day and night he was watched, since here alone 
this people forgot to be indolent. They knew that their 
race was dying and, lifting no hand to save themselves, 
they preferred to pin their faith upon the prophecy which 
promised that from this white man should spring a saviour. 
Meanwhile, false though it may have been, the prophecy, 
or one part of it, was in the way of fulfilment, which in 
itself was a wonder to this people, among whom the births 
of children were so rare. At length that child was bom— 
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a son — and the rejoicing knew no bounds. Strangely 
enough^ upon the same day Nahua also gave birth to a son^ 
and great was her anger when she learned that it was •not 
on her account or on tliat of her oiffspring that the people 
were so glad. 

Within a few days of the seflor^s marriage we heard that 
Mattai had been seized with sickness, a kind of palsy, to- 
gether with a leprous condition of the arms that baffled all 
skill. For months he lay in his house, growing gradually 
worse, ^0 said the physicians ; but one night — I remember 
that it was three days previous ito the birth of Mayans 
child — he appeared before Maya, the seflor, and myself, as 
we sat together in the palace looking out upon the moonlit 
garden. At first we did not know him, for never before had 
I seen a sight so dreadful. Ilis body was bloated ; one arm 
—his left — was swathed in bandages ; his head shook inces- 
santly ; and the leprosy had seized his face, which was of a 
* livid hue. 

Do not shrink from me,^’ ho began, in a low and qua- 
vering voice, as he gazed upon us with his whitening eyes ; 

surely you should not shrink, seeing that all of you are 
partners in the crime that has made of me the loathsome 
tiling I am. Ay 1 deny it if you will, but I know it. 
The vengeance of the god has fallen upon me, his false 
servant, and it has fallen justly. Moreover, be assured 
that on you also shall that vengeance fall, for the Eye has 
seen, the Mouth has told, and the Heart has thought upon 
your doom. Look upon me, and learn how rich are the 
wages of him who works iniquity, and by my sufferings 
strive to count the measure of your own. Perchance your 
cup is not yet full ; perchance you have still greater sins to 
work : but vengeance shall come — I tell you that vengeance 
shall come here and hereafter. I did this thing for my 
daughter's sake ; yes, for love of her, my only child. She 
was ambitious and she desired this man, and I thought to 
assure greatness to her and to her children after her. 
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** But see how her wine has been tamed to vinegar, and 
her pleasant fruits to ashes. Her husband hates her with 
an ever-growing hate ; now they scarcely speak, or speak 
only to shower bitter words upon each other's head. More, — 
not for long will Tikal bo cacique of the City of the Heart, 
for his jealous rage has soured all his mind ; his deeds are 
deeds of oppression and injustice ; already he is detested 
by the people, and even those who loved him turn from 
him and plot against him. Do you know what they plot ? 
They plot to make that child that shall be born of you, 
Maya, cacique in his room, and to set up you and your 
outland husband as regents till it shall be of an age to 
govern. Oh I you have planned cunningly, and things 
look well for you, but I say that they shall not prosper. 

The curse is on you, Ignatio, Lord of the Heart, for all 
your high-built hopes shall fall like a rotted roof, and 
never shall the eagles of that empire you have dreamed of 
be broidered on your banners. Slaves are the people you 
have toiled for, and slaves they shall remain, for by the 
crime to which you gave consent, Ignatio, you have rivet- 
ted their fetters. The curse is on your child, Maya, — ^never 
shall it live to become a man : the curse is on your hus- 
band, — his hair shall not grow grey. But heaviest of all 
does the curse rest upon you, false Lady of the Heart, you, 
whose life is one long lie ; you, who forsook your faith and 
broke your oath ; you, who turned you from your people 
and from the law of your high and ancient house, that you 
might win a wandering white man to your arms. Woman, 
we shall meet no more ; but in the hour of your last misery, 
and in the long, long ages of the eternal punishment, re- 
member the words that I speak to you to-day, and, shak- 
ing his withered arm in our faces, Mattai turned and limped 
frbm the chamber. 

He went, and we sat gazing at each other in horror, for 
though we none of us had any faith in the god he wor- 
shipped, in our hearts we felt that this man spoke truth. 
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and that evil would overtake us. For a moment Maya liid 
her face in her hands and wept ; then she sprang up, and a 
fire in her eyes had dried her tears. • 

So let it be/^ she cried, 1 care nothing. At the least 
I won you, my love, uTid for some months, through all our 
troubles, I have been happy at your side, and, come good, 
come ill, nothing can rob me of my memories. But for 
you I fear. Husband, I fear for you 

Then, her passion past, she flung herself into his arms 
and again began to weep. 

In due course the child was born, a beautiful boy, 
almost wliite in colour, with his mother s star-like eyes ; 
and on this same night we learned that Mattai had died in 
much torment, and that Nahiia was delivered of a son. 

Eighteen days went by, and Maya, new-risen from her 
bed, was seated with her husband and myself, while behind 
us stood a waiting-lady holding the sleeping infant in her 
arms, when it was announced to us that an embassy of the 
great lords of the Council sought spee(?h with lier. Pres- 
ently they entered, and the spokesman, the liord Dimas, 
bow’ed before her and set out his mission, saying : 

We have come to you, Lady of the Heart, on behalf of 
the Council and of the peo])lc, to rejoice with you in your 
great happiness, and to lay certain matters of the state 
before you. For some months the people have grown 
weary of the oppressions and cruelttes of Tikal, who in 
defiance of the laws of the land has put many to death on 
suspicion of their being concerned in plots against his 
power. Further, but yesterday it came to the ears of the 
Council, through the confession of one whom he had em- 
ployed to execute his wickedness, that a plan was laid to 
murder your husband, your child, and the Lord Ignatio 
here.^^ 

Indeed, said Maya, •• and why was my name omitted 
from this list ? " 
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^^Lady, we do not know,” he answered, “but it seems 
that the assassins had orders to take you living, and to hide 
you«away in a secret part of Tikal’s house.” 

Now the seflor sprang to his feet and swore a great oath 
to be avenged upon Tikal. 

“Nay, lord,” said Dimas, “ his person is holy and must 
not be touched, nor need you have any further fear of him, 
for those whom he corrupted await their trial, and he him- 
self is watched by day and night. Also, not for long will 
Tikal remain cacique of the City of the Heart ; for the 
Council have met in a secret session to which you were not 
summoned, and have decreed that he shall be deposed be- 
cause of his iniquities, and in accordance with the desire of 
the people. ” 

“ Can a cacique be deposed ?” asked Maya. 

“ Yes, lady, if he has broken the law, for was not your 
father to bo deposed for this same reason ? Also, Tikal 
holds his place, not by right of birth, but by treaty. You 
are the true heir to Zibalbay, Lady of the Heart.” 

“It may be so,” she answered coldly, “but I have re- 
nounced my claim and I do not desire to go back upon my 
word.” 

“ If you have renounced it,” said Dimas, “ there is one 
to whom it passes,”— and he pointed to the sleeping infant. 
“ Yonder is the Child of Prophecy, hope of the people, and 
he it is whom wo purpose to crown as our ruler, setting you 
and your husband up to act for him till he reaches his full 
age.” 

“Nay,” said Maya, “for thus shall he become the mark 
of Tikal s rage and be put to death, — openly or in secret, 
as it may chance.” 

“ Not so, lady, for in that hour when he is proclaimed, 
Tikal will be taken into safe keeping, where he shall abide 
for so long as his life lasts.” 

“ And when is this to be,” asked the sefior. 

“ To-morrow, at noon, upon the pjrramid, that the child 
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may be solemnly anointed three days hence in the Sanctu- 
ary, on the night of the Rising of Waters." 

‘^It is foolish to crown a babe, and neither I n(ft my 
husband seek this greatness," said Maya. If Tikal is to 
be deposed because of his crimes, let one of the great lords 
be set in his place until the child is old enough to rule." 

Although you and your husband are to command us in 
the future," answered Dimas, sternly, till then you must 
obey. Lady, for the voice of the Council is. supreme, and it 
carries out- the will of its founder and invisible president, 
the Heart of Heaven. The Council has determined that 
the heaven-sent child, of whom you are the earthly parents, 
must take his own." 

As you will," said Maya, with a sigh; and presently 
they went. 

That evening the seflor and I attended a feast at the 
house of one of the great nobles, whence we returned 
somewhat late. Having dismissed those who liad escorted 
us, I walked with him as far as the door of his private 
chambers, purposing to leave him there ; but ho bade me 
enter, for he wished to talk with mo about the events of 
the day and this forthcoming ceremony of the anointing of 
the child. Accordingly I did so, and, passing through the 
first chamber, we came to the second, beyond which lay his 
sleeping-rooms. Here we halted by the open window, and I 
approached a lamp, for I wished to smoke and bad no light. 
As I bent over it, something caught my ear, and I list- 
ened, since it seemed to me that through the massive 
doors of the bedchamber 1 heard the sound of a woman’s 
voice crying for help. Instantly I flung them open and 
rushed thither by way of an ante-room, calling to the seflor 
as I went. . 

I did not arrive too soon, for in the bedchamber itself a 
strange sight met my eyes. At the foot of the bed stood a 
cradle, in which lay the child, and near to it two women 



308 


HEART OF THE WORLD 


struggled. One of these — in whom I knew Nahua, the wife 
of Tikal — held a copper knife in her hmd, and the other, 
Mayft, gripped her round the body and arms from behind, 
so that, strive as she would, she could not free herself to 
use it. Still, of the two women, Nahua was the heavier 
and the more strong, and, though slowly, she dragged the 
other closer to the cradle. Indeed, as 1 reached the room, 
she wrenched her right arm loose and raised it to strike at 
the infant with the knife. But here the matter ended, for 
at that moment I caught her round the waist and threw 
her back, so that she feU heavily on the floor, letting drop 
the knife in her effort to save herself. She sprang to her 
feet and ran towards the door, tlierc to be met by the 
seflor, who seized her and held her fast. 


CIIAPTEli XXI II 

OUK FLIGHT, AND HOW IT LXDEI) 

How came this lady here, Maya, and what does she 
seek !” the seflor asked. 

I do not know how she came,/’ gasped his wife. My 
waiting-women were gone, and I had begun to prepare my- 
self for sleep, when, looking into yonder mirror, I saw her 
behind me, having in her hand a naked knife, and search- 
ing the room with her eyes. Presently they fell upon the 
cradle, and, lifting the knife, she took a step towards it. 
Then I turned and gripped her, holding her as well as I 
was able ; but she was too strong for me and dragged me 
forward, so that had it not been for Ignatio here, by now 
she would have made an end of our son.” 

“ Ts this true ? ” said the seflor to Nahua. 

It is true. White Man,” she answered. 
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Why do you desire to kill one so innocent ? he asked 
again. 

Is it not natural that I should wish to destroy the hhild 
who is to supplant iny child, and to break the licart of the 
woman who has broken my heart?” Nahua answered, 
sullenly. Amongst many other things, I have learned, 
White Man, of that ceremony which is to take place to- 
morrow, whereat my husband is to be deposed and my 
child dishonoured, that they may make room for you and 
for your child, — you, the white wanderer, and your son, the 
Heaven-born, the Fore-ordained ! ” 

What have we to do with these things, O woman with 
the heart of a puma?” he asked. “If Tikal is to be 
driven from his place, it is because of his crimes.” 

And if you and yours are to be set in it, White Man, 
without doubt it is because of your virtues ; and yet, 0 
black-hearted knave that you are, I tell you that I know all 
the truth. I know how you forged the writing, setting the 
false for the true within the holy symbol of the Heart. I 
know also that my father helped you to the deed, for al- 
though he is dead, he wrote down that tale before he died, 
and gave it to me, together witli the ancient j)ropliecy that 
you dared to steal from the holy »Sanctuary. Yes, I have 
the proofs, and when needful I will sliow them. I did not 
come here to do murder, at least not upon the infant; but 
the sight of it sleeping in its cradle overcame me, and of 
a sudden I determined to wreak my wrongs upon it and 
upon its mother. In this I have failed, but when I de- 
nounce you to the Council, then I shall not fail ; then you 
will be known for what you are, and die the death that you 
deserve.” 

It comes into my mind, husband,” said Maya coldly, 
that if we would save our own lives we must rob this 
woman of hers. Such a doom she has richly earned, nor 
will any blame us when they learn what was her errand 
here.” 
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Now when she heard these words, Nahua struggled in the 
sefior^s grasp, and opened her mouth as though to scream. 

silent," he said, if you wish to keep your soul 
in you. Ignatio, close those doors and give me yonder 
shawl." 

I did so, and with the shawl we bound Nahua^s arms be- 
hind her, fastening it over her mouth so that she could 
make no sound. Then we took a leather girdle and 
strapped it about her knees, so that she could not move, 
but lay helpless on the floor, glaring at us with her fierce 
eyes. 

Now let us take counsel," I said. 

Yes," answered the seflor, let us take counsel, for we 
need it. One of two things we must do ; kill that woman, 
or fly the city, for if she leaves this place alive we are cer- 
tainly doomed to death before the altar, ay ! and the child 
also." 

« j^ly j" said Maya, ^^how can we fly, when I am still 
weak and the babe is so young and tender ? Should we 
succeed in escaping from the city and across the lake, cer- 
tainly we must perish among the snows of the mountains 
or in the deserts beyond. Also, we should be missed and 
overtaken." 

“ Then Nahua must die," said the seflor. 

Could we not swear her to silence if we released her ?” 
I asked, for I shrank from such a dreadful deed, however 
just and necessary it might be. 

Swear her to silence ! " said Maya contemptuously, 
“ as easily might you swear a snake not to use its fangs, if 
one should chance to tread on it. Do you not understand 
that this woman hates me so bitterly, who she thinks 
has robbed her of her husband^s love, that she would 
gladly die herself, if thereby she could bring about my 
death and that of those who are dear to me. So soon as 
she ^ould leave her bed of sickness she came here to taunt 
me with the doom she had prepared, knowing that I was 
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alone. Then she saw the child> and so great was her desire 
for revenge that she could not even wait till the law should 
wreak it for her. No, the issue is plain : if we cannot fly, 
either she must die or we must. Is it not so, Ignatio ? ” . 

‘‘ It seems that it is so,^’ I answered sadly, ^Muid yet the 
thing is awful.” 

It is awful, but it must be done,” said the seflor, and 
it falls on mo to do it for tlie sake of my wife and child. 
Alas ! that I was ever born, that I should live to stand face 
to face with such necessity. Could not another hand be 
found ? No ; for then we should confess ourselves as 
murderers. Give me a knife. Nay, my hands will serve, 
and this end will seem more natural, for I can say that 
when I found her in the act of murder, I seized her and 
killed her suddenly by my strength alone, not meaning it 
in my wrath.” 

Now he stepped to where Nahua lay, and knelt beside 
her, and we two drew away sick at heart and hid our faces 
in our hands. 

Presently ho was with ns again. 

Is it done ? ” asked Maya hoarsely. 

• “ No ; nor will be by me,” he answered, in a fierce voice, 

sooner would I choke the breath out of my own body than 
strangle this defenceless woman, cruel-hearted murderess 
though she is. If she is to be killed, some other man must 
do the deed.” 

Then it will remain undone,” said Maya. And now, 
since we have thus determined, let us think of flight, for 
the night draws on, and in flight is our only hope.” 

What, then, is to bo done with this woman ? ”I asked. 

We cannot take her with us.” 

*^No ; but we can leave her here gagged and bound till 
they chance to find her,” answered the seflor. Hearken, 
Nahua, we spare you, and to do it go forth to our own 
deaths. May your fierce heart learn a lesson of mercy from 
the deed. Farewell. ” 
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Two hours had gone by, and three figures, wrapped in 
rough serapes, such as the common people wore, one of 
whom, a woman, carried an infant in her arms, might have 
been seen cautiously descending the city wall by means of 
a wooden ladder that raji from its summit to a jetty built 
upon piers at the foot of it, which was used as a mooring- 
place for boats during the months of inundation. As was 
common at tliis season of the year, the lake was already 
rising, and floating in the shallow water at the end of the 
jetty lay a pleasure-skiff which the sefior and I were accus- 
tomed to use for the purpose of fishing whenever we could 
escape for a few hours from our wearisome life in the city. 

Into tliis skiff wo entered, and, having hoisted the sail, 
set our course by the stars, steering for tliat village whence, 
a year before, we liad embarked for the City of the Heart. 
The wind being favourable to us, our progress was rapid, 
and by the first grey light of dawn we caught sight of the 
village not a mile away. Here, however, we did not dare 
to land, for we should be seen and recognised ; therefore 
we beached our boat behind the shelter of some dwarf 
water-palms three furlongs or more below the village, and, 
having hidden it as well as we were able, set out at once 
towards the mountains. 

Passing round the back of the village without being 
seen, for as j^et folk wore scarcely astir, we began our 
dreadful journey. For a while Maya bore up well, but as 
the heat of the day increased she showed signs of tiring, 
which was little to be wondered at, seeing that she carried 
in her arms a child not three weeks old. At mid-day we 
halted that she might rest, liiding ourselves beneath a tree 
by the banks of a brook, and eating of such food as we had 
brought with us. In the early afternoon we started on 
again, and for the rest of that dreary day struggled forward 
as host we could,, the sefior and I carrying the infant alter- 
nately in addition to our other burdens. ^ 

At length the evening fell, and we camped for the night, 
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if camping it can be called, to sleep beneath the shadow of 
a cedar-tree without fire and with little food, having no 
covering except our aerapcH. Towards morning th^ air 
grew cold, for already we were at some height above the’ 
lake, and the tender infant began to wail piteously, — a wail 
that wrung our hearts. Still we rose with the sun and 
went on our way, for it seemed that there was nothing else 
to do. Throughout that day, witli ever-wearying footsteps, 
w^e journeyed, till at sunset we reached the snow-line, and 
saw before us the liunter’s rest-house where we had slept 
when first we entered tlie Country of the Heart. 

^^Let us go in,” said Maya, “and find food and shelter 
for the night.” 

Now, our plan had been to avoid this house and gain the 
pass, where we proposed to stay till daybreak, and then to 
travel down the mountain slopes into the wilderness. 

‘^If we enter there, Maya, we shall be trapped,” said the 
^eflor ; “our only safety lies in travelling through the pass 
before we are overtaken, for it is against the law that any 
of your people should follow us into the wilderness.” 

“If we do not enter, my child will die in the cold,” she 
answered. “ You were too tender to secure our safety by 
putting that would-be murderess to death ; have you, tlieii, 
the heart, husband, to kill your own child ? ” 

Now at these words I saw the seflor's eyes fill with tears, 
but ho said only : 

“ Be it as you will.” 

By now, indeed, we understood — all three of us — that if 
wo would save ourselves we must suffer the child to die, 
and, however great our necessity, this wc could not do. So 
we went up to the house and entered, and there by the fire 
sat that same man and his wife whom we had found in 
this room a year ago. 

“ Who are you ? ” he cried, springing up. “ Pardon, 
.Lady, but in that garb I did not know you.” 

“It is best that you should not know us,” said Maya. 
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We are wanderers who have lost our way out hunting. 
Give us food, as you are bound to do." 

' Then the man and his wife, who were kindly people, 
made obeisance to us, and set of the best they had before 
us. We ate, and, after eating, slept, for wo were very weary, 
bidding the man watch and tell us if ho saw any stranger 
approaching the house. Before dawn he wokfe us, and we 
rose. A little later lie came into my room and told me 
that a large body of men were in sight of the house. Then 
I knew that it was finished, and called the others. 

Now, there are three things that we can do," I said : 
'^fly towards the pass; defend this house; or surrender 
ourselves." 

^^Tliero is no time to fly," answered the seflor, ^^there- 
fore it is my counsel that we fight." 

It is your counsel that two men armed with bows " (for 
our firearms had been taken from us on the pyramid, and 
we had never been able to recover them) should engage 
with fifty. Well, friend, we can try it if you wish, and 
perhaps it will be as good a way of meeting our deaths as 
any other.” 

This is folly," broke in Maya ; there is but one thing 
to do ; yield ourselves and trust to fortune, if, indeed, for- 
tune has any good in store for us. Only I wish that we 
had done it before we undertook this weary journey." 

As she spoke, by the light of the rising sun we saw a 
great number of men forming a circle round the house. 
With them were several captains and lords, and among 
these I recognised Dimas and Tikal. 

Let us put a bold face on it," said Maya. So we opened 
the door, walked out, and came into the presence of Tikal; 
Dimas, and the other lords. 

Whom do you seek, that you come with an armed 
force ?" asked Maya. 

Whom should I seek but your fair self, cousin ?" an- 
swered Tikal, — ^and I saw that his eye was wild, as though 
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with drink. If Nahua, my wife, had licr way, sl>e would 
have let you go, for she desires to see the last of you ; but 
her will is not my will, nor her desire my desire, an<J asT it 
chances we have come up with you in time/^ 

Maya turned from him with a scornful gesture, and ad- 
dressed herself to Dimas, saying : 

Tell us of what wo are charged that you follow us as 
though we were evil-doers.^* 

Lady," the old priest answered gravely, ^^it would 
seem that you have earned this name, you and your com- 
panions together. Listen : two days since you were missing, 
and the Lady Nahua was also missing. Search was made, 
and at last your private apartments were broken o})en, and 
there she was discovered bound and gagged. From her we 
learned the secret of your flight, and followed after you.** 

Did she, then, tell you why wc fled ? ** asked Maya. 
Did she tell you that she crept to my chamber like a thief 
in the night, and there was found in the act of doing 
murder on my child ?** 

No, Lady, she told us nothing of all this. Indeed, her 
manner was strange ; for, so soon as she was recovered some- 
what, she took back her words, and said that she knew 
naught of you or of your plans, and that if you had fled we 
should do well to let you go before worse things happened. 
But, knowing that for all this she liad reasons easy to be 
guessed, we followed and found you, and now we arrest 
you to answer before the Council for your great sins, in 
that you have broken your solemn oaths by attempting . to 
leave the land without the consent of the Council, and 
have added to your crimes by taking with you this child, 
the Heaven-sent deliverer, on whom rest the hopes of our 
race.** 

If we have broken our oaths," said Maya, we broke 
them to save our lives. Were we, then, to stop in the city 
till the knife of the assassin found us out ? On the very 
night of my marriage a murderer was set upon my hiis- 

z 



3i6 heart of the world 

band^ and perhaps one stands there” — ^and she pointed to 
Tikal — ^"who could tell us who he was and whence he 
cahief. Three days ago another murderer sought the life of 
our child, and that murderer the wife of the Lord Tikal. 
Is it, then, a sin that we should take from the land one 
whose life is not safe within it.” 

All these matters you can lay before the Council, 
lady,” answered Dimas, ** and if Nahua is what you say, 
without a doubt she must suffer for her crime. Yet her 
evil-doing cannot pay for yours, for when you found your- 
self in danger, you should have claimed j)rotection from 
those who could give it, and not have betaken yourselves 
to flight like thieves in terror of the watch. Come, enter 
the litter that is prepared for you, and let us be going.” 

As you will,” she said ; but one thing I pray of you, 
let this man, my cousin, Tikal the cacique, be kept away 
from me, for the sight of him is hateful to me, seeing that, 
not content with plotting to kill my husband and my 
child, he puts me to shame continually by the offer of his 
love.” 

It shall be as you wish. Lady. Your husband and your, 
friend can travel by your side, and guards shall surround 
your litter to see that none molest you.” 

Then we started. Of our journey back there is nothing 
to tell, unless it be to say that after its own fashion it was 
even more wretched than that which we had just accom- 
plished. Then, indeed, we were footsore, hungry, and 
racked with fears, but at least the hope of freedom shone 
before us like a guiding-star, whereas now, although we 
travelled in comfort, it was to find shame, exposure, and 
death awaiting us at last. For my part, indeed, this 
thought did not move me very much, seeing that hope had 
left me, and without hope I no longer wished to live. 
You, my friend, for whom I write this history, may think 
my saying strange, but had you stood where I stood that 
day you would not wonder at it. Even now I sometimes 
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dream that I am back in the City of the Heart, and wake 
cold with fear as a man wakes from some haunted sleep. 
True, there I had place and power and luxury, but ohM . 
sooner would I have earned my liveliliood herding cattle in 
the wilderness than fret away my life within that golden 
cage. What to me wore their banquets and their empty 
pleasures, or their petty strivings for rank and title, — to me 
who all ray days had followed the star of my high aim, 
that star which now was setting. Maya and the sellor had 
each otjier and their child to console them ; but I had 
nothing except such friendship as they chose to spare mo, 
the memory of my many failures, the clinging bitterness of 
conscience, the fear of vengeance to be wreaked, aiifl the 
hope of peace beyond the end. Therefore I, an outworn 
and disappointed man, was pre])avcd to welcome the doom 
that awaited rac, but how would it be with the others who 
were still full of love and youth ? 

Late that night we reached the city and were led, not to 
the palace where we lived, but towards the enclosure of the 
pyramid. 

How is this ? ’tasked Maya of the captain of the guard. 

Our road lies yonder. 

No, lady,^^ he answered, my orders are to take you 
up the stairway of the pyramid.^* 

Now Maya pressed her face against the face of her child 
and sobbed, for she knew that once morf w^o must inhabit 
the darksome vault where her father liad been taken to 
die. They led us up the stair and down the narrow 
way, till we stood in the lamp-lit hall, and heard our prison 
gates clash behind us. Then they gave us food and left 
us alone. 

Never did I pass a more evil'night ; for, strive as I would 
to win it, sleep fled from me, and I tossed upon my couch, 
wondering where my bed would be on the morrow, after 
we had stood before the Council in the Sanctuary of the 
Heart, and Nahua had borne witness against us. 1 re- 
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membered that shaft before the altar^ and seemed to hear 
the murmur of the water in its depths ! Well, as I have 
s^id,^I did not fear to die, for God is merciful to sinners ; 
but oh ! it was dreadful to meet this liar’s doom, and to 
remember that it was I who brought the sefior here to 
share it. 

As I mused thus, even through the massive walls of the 
vault I heard a woman scream, and, springing from my 
bed, I ran into the central hall, where the lamps burned 
always. Here I met Maya, clad in her night-dress only, 
and speeding down the hall, her wide eyes filled with ter- 
ror. 

“ What has happened ?" I said, stopping her; and, as I 
spoke, the sefior came up. 

Oh ! I have dreamed,” she gasped. ‘‘1 have dreamed 
a fearful dream. I dreamed that my father came to me, 

and — I cannot tell it — the child — the child ” and she 

broke down utterly, and could say no more. 

This place is full of evil memories, and her strength 
is shattered,” said the sefior, when we had calmed her 
somewhat. Come back, wife, and sleep.” 

Sleep ! ” she answered. do not think that I shall 
ever sleep again ; and yet, unless I sleep, I shall go mad. 
Oh ! that vision ! Truly the curse of Mattai has taken 
hold of me.” 

Some few hours later we met again in the great hall, but 
Maya said nothing of her dream, nor did I ask her to tell 
it, though I could see from her face that it was not forgot- 
ten. We ate, or made pretence to eat, and sat for a while 
in silence, till at length the gates opened, and through 
them came Dimas and some companion priests. Bidding 
these to stand back, he advanced alone and greeted us 
kindly. ^ 

I am grieved,” he said, that you should again be 
called upon to occupy this gloomy lodging ; but I had no 
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choice in the matter^ since I am but the servant of the 
Council, and its commands were strict. It was feared lest 
the infant might be spirited away, were you left at liberty." 

*^It will soon be spirited away, indeed, Dimas,” said 
Maya, ^^if it be kept here in the darkness. Already the 
child pines — within a week he will be dead.” 

Have no fear, lady ; your imprisonment is not for long, 
for this very night, the night of the Kising of Waters, you 
will all of you be put upon your trial before the Council in 
the Sanctuary, and charged with the crime of attempting 
to escape the land.” 

Is there no other charge ? ” asked Ma3^a. 

None, lady, that I have heard of. What other charge 
should there be ? ” 

And what will be the verdict of the Council ? ” 

I cannot say, lady, but I know that noiie wish to deal 
harshly with you, and if that charge whitdi you bring 
against the Lady Nahua can be proved, it will go in 
your favour. The crime you have attempted is a great 
one, both in our eyes and still more in the eyes of the 
people, for now they talk day and night of this Deliverer 
who has been born to them, and they will not easily for- 
give those who strove to take him from them. Still, I 
think that upon certain terms the anger of your judges 
may be appeased.” 

What terms ?” asked Maya. 

Now Dimas hesitated, and answered : 

By the strict letter of the law, if your offence is proved 
against you, you are worthy of death, every one, unless 
you yourself are held inviolate because of your hereditary 
rank as Lady of the Heart. But it may be that the Coun- 
cil will not exact the extreme penalty. It may be that 
it will satisfy itself with driving these strangers from our 
borders instead of driving them from the land of life,” 

Yet one of them is my husband, Dimas.” 

True, lady, but the child is born !” 
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I cannot be parted from my husband. Better that we 
should die together than tliat we should be parted. If the 
people have no need of him, neither have they any need of 
me ; let us bid them farewell and go free together. I am 
weary of this land, Dimas, for here murder dogs our steps 
and I am in terror of my life. I desire nothing from my 
j)eople save liberty to leave them.^^ 

“ Hut, Lady, your jioople desire something from you ; they 
desire the child. Of these strangers they would be rid by 
death or otherwise, and you — though of this I am not sure 
— tiiey may allow to accompany them ; but with your child 
they will never part, for he is their heaven-sent king, the 
Son of prophecy. It comes to this, then, that if the Coun- 
cil should exercise its prerogative of mercy, — it will do if 
1 and my party have sufficient weight, — at the best you 
must choose between the loss of your husband or of your 
son.^^ 

Now the face of Maya became drawn with pain, so that 
she lo()k(Ml as though ago had overtaken her. Then she 
answered : 

Go, tell those that sent you, Dimas, that these are the 
words of Jlaya, Lady of the Heart : My child is dear to me, 
for he is flesh of my flesh ; but my husband is yet dear- 
er, for he is both flesh of my flesh and soul of my soul. 
Therefore, if I must choose between the two, I choose him 
who is nearest ; for I may have another child, but never an- 
other husband." 


CHAPTER XXIV 

KAHUA BEARS WITOESS 

Some hours passed, and again the gates were opened, and 
through them came Tikal and a guard of five men. The 
guard he left by the gates, advancing alone to where we 
were seated near the far end of the hall. 
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What would you of us ?" asked Maya. Can you not 
leaye me in peace even liere in my dungeon ? ” 

I desire to speak with you alone, Maya.” • • • 

Then, Tikal, I tell you now what I have told you be- 
fore, that I will not listen to your words alone. If you 
have anything to say, say it in the presence of my husband 
and my friend, or go and leave it unsaid.” 

You speak roughly to one who comes here in the hope 
of saving the lives of all of you,” he answered ; “ still I, will 
bear with you in this as I have borne with you in much 
else. Listen : all your crimes are known to mo, for hTahua, 
my wife, has revealed them to me. I know how you and 
that dead rogue, Mattai, on whom the curse of heaven has 
most justly fallen, forged the proj)hccy and violated the 
sanctuary, for I have held the proofs of it in my hand.” 

^^Do you know that we did this to save our lives,” asked 
Maya, ^^for if we had not done it, Mattai would have mur 
dored us in order that, by removing mo, he might assure 
his daughter in her place ? ” 

do not know why you did it, nor do I care, seeing 
that nothing can lighten sucli a crime ; but 1 think that you 
did it in order that you might win yonder wliito man as a 
husband. At the least the thing is done, and vengeance 
waits you, — vengeance from which there is but one escape.” 

What escape ? ” asked Maya quickly, for when she 
learned that Tikal knew everything, all hope had faded 
from her heart, as from ours. 

Maya, two people live, and two alone, who know this 
tale, — Nahua my wife, and I myself. Till this morning 
there was but one, for !Nahua only told me of it when she 
found that you had not escaped, and this she has done 
that she may be rid of you whom she hates as her rival. 
Therefore it was that she would have held me back from 
pursuing you, and therefore it is that she will appear before 
the Council of the Heart this night, so that her evidence 
may ensure your instant death in the Pit of Waters. But 
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as it chances^ least of anything on the earth do I desire that 
my eyes should lose sight of you, whom now as ever I love 
better than anything on the earth.’’ 

Now the seflor grew white with rage, and he broke in — 
You will do well to keep such words to yourself, 
Tikal ; for of this he sure, — if you do not, I will add to my 
crimes and you shall not leave this place alive. No need 
to look at your guards. What do I care for your guards, 
who have but one lif(3 to lose. Speak thus again, and, be- 
fore they reach you, you shall bo dead.” 

Lot him go on, husband,” said Maya ; what can a few 
insults more or less matter to us now. Continue, most 
noble Tikal ; but, for your own sake, restrain yourself, and 
say nothing that a husband should not hear.” 

It is for this reason,” he went on, taking no notice of 
the seflor^s anger, ‘Uhat I have come here with a plan to 
save you all ; yes, even this braggart white man who has 
robbed me of you. If Nahua and I are silent, who will 
know of your crimes ? And if the evidence of them is de- 
stroyed before your eyes, who is there that can prove them ? 
Now, I will bo silent — at a price. I will even bring the 
true tablet of the prophecy and the roll of JIattai’s confes- 
sion, and destroy them with fire before you.” 

Y^ou will be silent,” said Maya, — but what of Nahua ? 
Will she be silent also ? 

Now Tikal’s dark face grew evil with some purpose of 
his own, though whether it were of murder or of what I do 
not know. 

‘‘ Leave Nahua to me,” he said. Withdraw the charge 
you made against her, of attempting to kill yonder child, 
and free her thus of the need of appearing this night in the 
Sanctuary, and I swear to you that no word of her dread- 
ful secret shall ever pass her lips. Then you will be tried 
upeug^e issue only, — that of having broken your oaths 
by the city, — crime that is not beyond forgive- 
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You spoke of a price, Tikal ; tell us, what is this price 
that we must pay 

The price is yourself, Maya. Nay, — hear me out f aifd 
you. White Man, keep silent. If you will swear upon the 
Heart to become my wife within six months from this day, 
then I, on my part, will swear that the white man — ^your 
husband who is not your husband, for ho won the consent 
of the Council to his marriage by a trick — shall be suffered 
to escape the land unharmed, taking with him his friend 
and so much of our treasure and things needful for their 
journey as he may desire. I will swear also — and by this 
you may* see how deep and honest is my love for you — that 
your son shall not bo dispossessed of the place and rank 
which he holds in the eyes of the people as a Heaven-sent 
Deliverer whose coming wjis foretold by prophecy. My 
child shall give place to yours, Maya. Once before I held 
out the hand of peace to you, but you refused it and tricked 
me, and from that refusal has sprung the death of your 
father and many other sorrows. Do not refuse me again, 
Maya, lest these sorrows should be increased and multi- 
plied upon you, and upon us all. It is no strange or un- 
natural thing I ask of you — that you should wed the man 
to whom for many years you were affianced, and take your 
place as the first lady in this city, instead of giving your- 
self over, with your accomplices, to the most infamous of 
deaths. 

Yet it is most strange and unnatural, Tikal, that a 
wife should be asked to part thus from Ifer husband. But 
stay, — it is for him to speak, not me, for he may be glad to 
buy safety at this cost. First, what do you say, Ignatio ? 
Tell me, — though I fear your answer, for it is easy to guess, 
seeing that Tikal offers all that you can desire, freedom, 
and treasure to enable you to execute your plans. 

It is true. Lady,” I replied, that he offers me these 
things, — though whether or no he is able to give them I can- 
not say ; and it is true also that I have no wife here whom 
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I must leave^ and no prospect save that of a traitor^s death. 
Still, Lady, I remember a certain promise that I made to 
3^u* yonder in the wilderness, when by your courage you 
saved your husband's life ; and I remember also that it was 
through me that he, my friend, came to visit this accursed 
city. Therefore I say, let our fate be one fate.” 

^^Tliose are very noble words, friend,” she said, ^^such 
as could have come only from your noble heart. Now, 
husband, do you speak ?” 

I have nothing to say, Maya,” replied the seflor with a 
little laugh, “ except that I wonder why you waste time, 
which we might spend happily together, in listening to this 
fellow's insults. If you bid me to go to save you, perhaps 
I might think about it ; but certainly I will not stir one 
pace from your side to save myself from any death.” 

^^It seems that I have got my answer,” said Tikal. 

May none of you regret it to-night when you come to 
look down into the Pit of Waters. Well, time presses, and 
I have much to do before we meet again,” — and he turned 
to leave us. 

Now, as he went, despair took hold of Maya. For a 
moment she struggled with it and with herself, then she 
cried : 

Come back, Tikal ! ” 

He came, and stood before her in cold silence, and she 
spoke, addressing her husband in a slow voice : 

You are over-hasty ; my answer is not yet spoken, 
husband. Tikal, I accept your offer. Prevent Nahua from 
giving testimony against us ; destroy the evidences she 
holds, and set these men safe, with all that they may de- 
sire, on the further side of yonder mountain, and within 
six months I will become your wife.” 

Now the seflor and I stared at each other aghast. 

‘"Are you mad ?” he said, “or do you speak so in the 
hope of saving us ? ” 

“ Would it be wonderful, husband," she answered, “ if I 
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should wish to save myself and my child ? That I have 
loved you and love you, you know ; yet is there any love in 
the grave ? While I live, at lejist I have my memories ; "if 
I die, even these may be taken from mo. Go back, husband, . 
go back wealthy to your own people and your old life, and 
choose some other woman to be your companion. Do not 
forget me, indeed ; but let me become as a dream to you, 
seeing that for all our sakes this is the best. To you also, 
Ignatio, I say ‘go.^ Our fellowship has brought you little 
luck ; may its severing be more fortunate, and may you at 
last attain your ends. Tikal, give mo your hand, and let 
us swear the oath.^^ 

lie stepped towards her, — ^lus eyes glowing with triumph ; 
but as their fingers touched she glanced sideways and up- 
wards, and saw the doubt and agony written on her hus- 
band's face. AVith a little scream, she sprang to him and 
threw herself into his arms, saying : 

Forgive me ; I have tried my best, but this is more 
than I can do. Oh ! weak and foolish that I am, I cannot 
part from you, no, not even to save your life. Surely you 
did not think that I should have fulfilled this oath and 
given myself to him in marriage. No, no, — it is to death 
that I should have given myself when you wore gone. But 
I cannot part with you, — 1 cannot part with you, — though 
my selfishness is your doom.” 

rejoice to hear it,” said the seflor. Listen you, 
Tikal, if you are a man, give me a sword and let us settle 
this matter face to face. »So shall one of* us at least be rid 
of his doubts and troubles.” 

Surely, White Man,” answered Tikal, ^^you must be a 
fool as well as a rogue, otherwise you would scarcely ask 
me to risk my life against yours, which is already forfeit to 
the law. Farewell, Maya ; long have you fooled and tor- 
mented me ; to-night I will repay you all,” — and he went. 

It might be thought that, after Tikal was gone, we should 
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have spoken together of what had passed, and of the dan- 
gers before us. But this was not so. I think we felt — all 
of i(s — tiiat there was nothing more to he said. It is use- 
less to fight against Fate, and it is still more useless to 
be afraid of him, seeing that whatever wo do or leave un- 
done, he has his will of us at last. So we sat and chatted 
on indifferent things, — of our life at the mine at Cumarvo, 
of tliat niglit wliich w'e spent in tlie hacienda at Santa 
Cruz, of the death of our brave companion, Molas, and I 
know not what besides. Presently the child awoke, and its 
parents occupied themselves wdth it, finding resemblance 
to eacli other in its tiny features, while I walked up and 
down the hall, counting the lamps, smoking, and wonder- 
ing where I should be by this time on the morrow. 

At length the gates opened, for now it was almost the 
middle of the night, and there came through them Dimas 
and a guard of priests. The old man bowed before us and 
said that the time had come to lead us before the Council 
in the Sanctuary, but that we were to have no fear, seeing 
that, from all that he had been able to learn, our offence 
would be leniently dealt with. Maya asked what was to 
become of the infant, which could not be left alone, and he 
replied that she must bring it with her, whereon she began 
to wrap it in a scrape. 

Your care is needless,^' said Dimas. There is a se- 
cret way to the Sanctuary from this place, by which I pro- 
pose to lead you in order that the child, our lord, shall not 
be exposed to the raw cold of the night.” 

Then he took a bunch of keys from his girdle, and, hand- 
ing them to one who accompanied him, — a fellow-priest and 
a member of the Council, — he commanded him to go for- 
ward with several of the escort, to open the doors and light 
lamps in the passages that lay between us and the Sanctuary. 
The priest went, and, having waited awhile, we followed 
him, to find him standing by the marble wall which sep- 
arated the passages from the Sanctuary. On seeing us 
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approach^ he gave the signs, which were answered from 
within ; next he opened the false door with a silver key, 
leaving the key and the bunch to which it was atUyched* 
fixed in the lock, for Dimas to take as he passed. This, 
however, the old priest did not do, for he thought that we 
should all return by this passage, and as we stepped into 
the Sanctuary he contented himself with closing the door 
without locking it. 

Now once more wo stood within the dim and holy place, 
there to take our trial for offences committed against the 
laws of the City of the Heart. There was a full gathering 
of the Council, and Tikal, its high-priest and president, sat 
in his seat behind the altar, but I noted, with a thrill of 
hope, that Nahna his wife wiis not by his side, nor was she 
to be found among the members of the Council. We took 
seats that liad been prepared for us in the open space before 
the altar, Maya being placed in the centre, and the seflor 
and myself on either side of her. Next the Priest of the 
Records rose and announced that the first business before 
the Council was the trial of three of its members, namely, 
Maya, Lady of the Heart, her husband, the white man. 
Son of the Sea, and Ignatio, the Wanderer, a lord of the 
Heart from beyond the mountains, upon the charge of 
having broken their oaths which they took as members of 
the Council. Having read this formal accusation, the 
priest set out the case against us clearly but >)riefly : 

On this very night of the festival of the Rising of 
Waters, a year ago,” he began, ‘^you, Strangers, amongst 
other things swore upon the altar, setting in pledge your 
souls and bodies for the fulfilment of the oath, that with- 
out the consent of this high Brotherhood you would not 
attempt to leave the gates of the City of the Heart. Yet 
but the other day you were overtaken and seized in the act 
of fiying across the mountains to the wilderness beyond. 
Nor is this all your crime, for with you was that infant, 
bom of the white man and the Lady of the Heart, the 
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Ileaven-sGiit Child of prophecy, of whom you wickedly 
Kought to rob us and the people. Say, now, how do you 
plea^ to these charges ? " 

“ We plead guilty, answered Maya, “ but we ask to be 
heard in our own defence. Listen, lords : Since that night 
when we were married by your command, my husband and 
I myself have been dogged by murder, and yonder, as high- 
priest of the Heart and president of your councils, he sits 
who would have murdered us. I see among you this night 
some of those who waited on me upon the day of our escape, 
having the Lord Dimas at the head of them. What did they 
tell me ? That a plot had been discovered, made by Tikal, 
my cousin, to murder my husband, my child, and my 
friend, Ignatio the Wanderer. They told me also that Ti- 
kal would be deposed because of this and his other crimes, 
and that the infant in my arms would to-night be anointed 
cacique of the people of the Heart. Is it not so, Dimas 

It is so, lady,^^ he answered, ^^and learn that you are 
not the only ones who are on trial this night. Though your 
csise is taken first, that of Tikal the high-priest and others 
will follow ; but till then, in virtue of his rank and office, 
he sits as president of our Council." 

Now Tikal sprang from his seat, but Dimas turned upon 
him and said sternly : 

Keep silent, lord, or speak only to fulfil the duties of 
your place. Your judging shall be just, but know that 
there is no hope of escape for you till it is done, seeing that 
your guards are disarmed, and all the paths are watched." 

Tikal seated himself again, and Maya w^ent on : 

On that very night of the coming of the Lord Dimas, 
when I was alone in my chamber, the Lady Nahua, the 
■wife of Tikal, crept upon me and strove to murder this my 
child ; " and she set out the story telling how the seflor 
and I, hearing her cries for help, had entered the chamber 
and seized and bound Nahua. Then it was, brethren, 
that sudden terror took us, and we fled^ seeking to escape a 
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land where wo could not live in safety from one hour to 
another. This is our sin, and wo leave our punishment in 
your hands. Surely it was better that wo should strive tq 
save the child, so that he might live to play his part, what- 
ever that may be, than that he should be kept here to bo 
butchered by those whom you have raised up to rule 
' you.'" 

When Maya had finished her speech the sefior and I ad- 
dressed the Council in turn, coufirmiug all that sho had 
said, and submitting ourselves to the jiidgmoiit of the 
Brotherhood. 

Now were commanded to fall back, and took our 
stand beneath the mask of the Nameless god, while the 
Council consulted together, and there we awaited onr 
doom. Presently we were brought forward again, and 
Tikal spoke to us, saying that our setitence was postponed 
till the charge against Nahua, the daughter of Mattai, and 
against himself, Tikal, the cacique and high-priest of the 
City of the Heart, had been considered, adding in a slow 
and triumphant voice : 

Let Nahua, the daughter of Matbii, who waits witli- 
out, be brought into the presence of the Heart." 

We heard, and gathered up our courage to meet the ad- 
vancing fate, for we knew that death was on us, and that 
for us there was no more pity or escape. 

The door was opened, and Nahua came through it, dressed 
in the robes of her rank, and wearing the green diadem 
that could be carried only by the wife or mother of the 
cacique. 

^^What is your pleasure with me, lords?” she said 
proudly, after she had made her obeisance to the altar. 

Then the Priest of the Records rose and read the charge, 
namely, that she had attempted with her own hand to do 
murder upon the body of the infant child of Maya, Lady 
.of the Heart, and her husband, the white man ; also that 
she had aided and abetted Tikal, her husband, in various 
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acts of cruelty and misgovemment that were alleged against 
him^ asking her what she pleaded in answer. 

^ To the last charge, not guilty," slic said. Let Tikal 
de/end his own sins. To the first, guilty. I did attempt 
to put an end to yonder brat, but Maya discovered me, 
and I was caught and bound." 

Surely, brethren," said Dimas, rising, ^^we need carry 
this matter no further. We have lieard the evidence of 
tlie Lady Maya and tlie others, and now Nahua confesses 
to her crime. Slie confesses that she attempted to take 
the life of him whom she knew to be the sacred child, the 
hope of the People of the Heart, and for such a sin it 
seems to me that there is but one punishment, though it 
is terrible, and she who must suffer it is a woman and of 
high rank." 

ytay I " broke in Nahua. You have not heard me 
out, and 1 have the right to speak before I am condemned 
to die. You charge mo with having attempted to take 
the life of ^ the sacred child, the hope of the People of the 
lleart,^ and, had I done this, doubtless I should be worthy 
of your doom, whereas in truth I am worthy of your praise. 
Lords of the Heart, this child whom you adore, the Heaven-* 
sent Child of prophecy, whom to-night you would anoint 
as your cacique^ deposing Tikal, my husband, and who, 
as you believe, shall be the star to light our race to great- 
ness and to victory, is a living lie, a fraud, and a bastard !" 

Now a confusion broke out among the Council, and 
angry voices called to her to cease her blasphemies ; but 
she won silence, and went on : 

** Hear mo out, I pray you, for, even if I wished it, I 
should not dare to speak thus at random, but am prepared 
with proof of every word I utter. You think that I would 
have killed this child to wring the heart of my rival, Maya, 
— and indeed I desire to wring it ; and that I would set my 
own son in his place, — ^and indeed I wish to set him there. 
Yet these were not my reasons for the deed. Lords of the 
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Council^ listen to a tale, the strangest that ever you have 
heard, and judge between me and Tikal, my husband, and 
Maya, my rival, and her friends. Mattai, my fatlief, lyaa 
known to you all, seeing that at the time of his death, and, 
indeed, since Tikal was anointed cacique^ he stood next 
to him in place and power among the People of the Heart, 
holding those offices in the Brotherhood which now are 
filled by Dimas, and among them that of Keei)er of the 
Sanctuary. Yet, lords, Mattai, my father, was no true 
man. Alas ! that I sliould have to say it, seeing that it 
was more for my sake that he sinned than for his own, 
since hb loved me, and desired my welfare above every thing 
on earth. It was this love of his that ruined him, making 
him false to his god, to his oaths, and to his country. T'hus, 
in the begii^iing, he knew that since I was a cliild 1 had 
set my heart upon the Lord Tikal, who was affianced to 
the Lady Maya ; also that I was ambitious and yeariied to 
be great. Therefore it wiis that he deceived Tikal, pre- 
tending that it had been revealed to him by heaven that 
the Lady Maya and her father wore dead in the wilderness. 
Therefore it wa^ also that when he had persuaded him that 
she was lost to him for ever, he pressed it upon the Lord 
Tikal that he should marry mo in place of Maya, his 
affiance<l, who was dead, promising him in return that ho 
would bring it about that he should be anointed vaciqve 
of the People of the Heart. All these thiFigs and others 
he did, though at that time I knew nothing of them, and 
thought in my folly that Tikal married me because he 
loved me, and sought me as the companion of his life and 
power. 

Then Zibalbay returned on the ^ight of our marriage- 
feast, and with him came Maya and the strangers ; and 
from that hour my husband began to hate me because I 
was his wife in place of Maya, whom he loved. More, as 1 
have learned since, he went to Zibalbay while ho lay in 
prison, and offered to resign his place as cacique in his 
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favour for so long as he should live, and no more to oppose 
his schemes, if he would give him Maya in marriage after I 
-hq,d been put away either by death or by divorce. This 
Zibalbay would have done, and gladly ; but, as it chanced, 
Maya here had set her heart upon the white man during 
their journeyings together through the wilderness, and 
refused to be separated from him that she might bo 
palmed off in marriage ui>on Tikal. Yet he might have 
won his way, for their case was desi)erate, and the alterna- 
tive was death had not Mattai, my father, found a plan 
whereby they could bo saved and I remain the wife of the 
cacique. This was the plan, lords : that a prophecy sliould 
be set in the symbol of the Heart yonder, such as would 
deceive the Council of tlie Heart, and bring it about that 
Maya should be given in marriage to the white man whom 
she loved. Lords, this was done. At the dead of night 
they crept to the Sanctuary, and, opening the Heart, they 
placed within it that tablet which you have seen, the tab- 
let that foreshadowed the birth of a Deliverer. The rest 
you know.” 

^^It is false,” cried many voices, ^^Such sacrilege is 
not possible.” 

It is not false,” answered Nahua, ^^and I will prove to 
you that the sacrilege was possible. The Heart was opened, 
and the false prophecy forged by my father was placed 
within it, where it was found by you on the night of the 
festival of the Rising of Waters, this day a year ago. But 
when the holy Heart was opened, behold ! it was not empty, 
for in it lay another prophecy, — a tnie prophecy, — which 
was removed from it, that the lie which has deceived you 
might be set in its place.” 

Where, then, is that writing ? ” asked Dimas. 

Here,” she answered, drawing the tablet from her breast. 

Listen ” and she read : 

** The Eye that has slept and is awakened sees the heart 
and purpose of the wicked. I say that in the hour of the 
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desolation of my city not all the waters of the Holy Lake 
shall wash away their sin/* 

Take it, lords, and see for yourselves,” she contkiued* 
laying the tablet on the altar. Now, listen again, and . 
learn how it chanced that this relic came into my keeping. 
After he had wrought this groat sin, the* curse of the Name- 
less god fell upon my father, and, as you know, he was 
smitten with a sore disease. Then it came about that, when 
he lay dying, remorse took him, and he wrote a certain 
paper which he caused to be witnessed and given to mo, 
together with this tablet. In my hand I hold that paper, 
lords ; hear it and judge for yourselves whether I have 
spoken truth or falsehood,” — ^luid she read aloud the con- 
fession of Mattai, that set out every detail of our plot and 
the manner of its execution. 

Now, lords,” she added, when the reading was finished 
and the signatures had been examined, “you will under- 
stand how it happened that in my rage at this tidings 1 
strove to kill yonder infant, who has been palmed off upon 
you as tlie seed of the god, and I leave it to you to deal 
with those who planned the fraud.” 


CHAPTER XXV 

FAREWELL 

Nahua ceased and sat down, and so great was the aston- 
ishment — or rather the awe— of the Council at the tale that 
she had told, that for a while none of them spoke. At 
length Dimas rose, and said : 

“ Maya, Lady of the Heart, and you strangers, you have 
heard the awful charge that is brought against you. What 
do you say in answer to it ?” 
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We say that it is true,” answered Maya calmly. We 
were forced to choose between the loss of our lives and the 
'* doing of this deed, and we chose to live. It was Mattai 
who hatched the fraud and executed the forgery, and now 
it seems that we must suffer for his sin as well as for our 
own. One word more : Ignatio here did not enter into this 
plot willingly, but was forced into it by my husband and 
myself, and chiefly by myself.” 

Dimas made no answer, but at a sign the two priests who 
guarded the altar with drawn swords came forward and 
drove ns into the passage that led from the Sanctuary to 
the Hall of the Dead, where tlM‘.y shut us in between the 
double doors, leaving us in darkness. 

Here, as all was finished, I knelt down to offer my last 
prayers to Heaven, while Maya wept in her husband^s arms, 
taking farewell of him and of her child, which wailed upon 
her breast. 

Truly,” he said, you were wise, wife, when you urged 
us not to enter this Country of the Heart. Still, what is 
done cannot be undone, and, having been happy together 
for a little space, let us die together as bravely as we may, 
hoping that still together we may awake presently in some 
new world of peace.” 

Wliile he spoke, the door was opened, and the priests with 
drawn swords led us back into the Sanctuary. As Maya 
crossed the threshold first of the three of us, she was met by 
Tikal, who with a sudden movement, but without rough- 
ness, took the child from her arms. Now we saw what 
was prepared for us, for the stone in front of the altar had 
been lifted, and at our feet yawned the black shaft from 
which ascended the sound of waters. They placed us with 
our backs resting against the altar ; but Tikal stood in front, 
and between him and us lay the mouth of the pit. 

Maya, daughter of Zibalbay the caciquej Lady of the 
Heart ; white man. Son of the Sea ; Ignatio the Wanderer ; 
and Mattai the priest, v/hom, being dead in the body, we 
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summon in the spirit," began Dimas in a cold and terrible 
voice, you by your own confession are proved guilty 
the greatest crimes that can be dreamed of in the vricBed 
brain of man and executed by liis impious hands. You 
have broken your solemn oaths taken in the presence of 
heaven and your brethren ; you have offered insult to the 
god we worship, and violated his Sanctuary ; and you have 
palmed off as their god-sent prince, upon the people who 
trusted you, a bastard and a child of sin. For all these and 
other crimes which you have committed, — why we know not, 
— it is -not in our power to mete out to you a just reward. 
That must be measured to you elsewhere, when you have 
passed our judgment-seat and your names are long forgot- 
ten upon tlie earth. 

“ This is the sentence of the Council of the Heart, that 
your name, Mattai, be erased from the list of the officers of 
the Heart ; that your memory be proclaimed accursed ; that 
your dwelling-place be burned with fire, and the site of it 
strewn with salt ; that your corpse be torn from its grave 
and laid upon the summit of the pyramid till the birds of 
the air devour it ; and that your soul be handed over to the 
tormentors of the lower world to deal with according to 
their pleasure for ever and for aye. 

This is the sentence of the Council of the Heart upon 
you, Maya, daughter of Zibalbay the cacique, Lady of the 
Heart ; white man. Son of the Sea, and Igiiatio the AVan- 
dorer : That your names be erased from the roll of the 
Brethren of the Heart, and proclaimed accursed in the 
streets of tlie city ; that you be gagged, bound hand and 
foot, and chained living to the walls of the Sanctuary, and 
there left before the altar of the god which you have vio- 
lated, till death from thirst and hunger shall overtake you ; 
that your corpses be laid upon the pyramid as a prey to the 
birds of the air ; and that your souls be handed over to the 
tormentors of the under-world to deal with according to 
their pleasure for ever and for aye. It is spoken, Let the 
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sentence of the Council be done. But firsts since this bas- 
tard babe is too young to sin and suffer punishment^ let him 
be liaftded into the keeping of the god^ that the god may 
deal with him according to his pleasure.” 

As the words passed his lips, and before we fully under- 
stood them, dazed as we were with the terror of our awful 
doom, Tikal stepped forward and — even now I shudder 
when I write of it — holding the poor infant, which at this 
instant began to wail again as though witli pain or fear, over 
the mouth of the pit, suddenly he let it fall into the depths 
beneath. 

The shriek of the agonised mother ran round the walla 
of the holy place, and before it had died away the sefior had 
leaped forward — leaped like a puma — across the gulf of the 
open well and gripped Tikal by the throat and waist. He 
gripped him, and, rage giving him strength, he lifted him 
high above his head and hurled him down the dreadful place 
whither the child had gone before. 

With a hoarse scream, Tikal vanished, and for a moment 
there was silence. It was broken by the voice of Maya, 
crying aloud, in accents of madness and despair, — 

Not all the waters of the Holy Lake shall wash away 
our sin, yet may they serve to avenge us upon you, 0 you 
murderers of a helpless child ! ” 

As she spoke, followed by the sehor and myself, who I 
think alone of all the company guessed her dreadful purpose, 
Maya ran round the altar, and with both her hands grasped 
the symbol of the Heart which lay upon it. 

** Forbear!” cried the voice of Dimas, but she did not 
heed him. Before he or any of us could reach her, dragging 
at it with desperate strength, she tore the ancient symbol 
from its bed, and with a loud and mocking laugh had east 
it down upon the marble floor, where it shattered into 
fragments. 

For one second all was still; then^from the altar there 
came a sudden twang as of harp-strings breaking, that was 
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eppang a vaet column of water. 
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followed instantly by another and more awful sound, the 
sound of the roar of many waters. 

''Fly I fly I" cried a voice, "the floods are loosed and 
destruction is upon us and upon the People of the Heart! '* 

Now the Council rushed one and all towards the door of 
the Sanctuary ; but I, Igiiatio, by the grace of Heaven, re- 
membered the other door, the secret dot)r through which 
wo had entered, that tlie priest hiul left ajar. 

" This way ! ” I cried in Sjianish to the seilor, and seiz- 
ing Maya by the arm 1 dragged her with me into the pas- 
sage. When all three of us wore tliroiigh I turned to close 
the door, and as I did so [ saw an awful sight. 

Out of the mouth of the pit before the altar S 2 )rang a 
vast column of w'atcr, which struck the roof of the Sanctn- 
ai*y with such fearful force that already the massive marble 
blocks began to rain down upon the crowd of fugitives, 
who struggled and in vain to open the door and escape into 
the Hall of the Dead. One other thing J saw ; it was the 
corpse of Tikal, vomited from the depth into which the 
seflor had hurled him, a shapeless mass ascending and de- 
scending with the column of water as alternately it struck 
and rebounded from the roof. 

Then, before the flood could reach it, I closed the door, 
ana, possessing myself of the buncdi of keys that still hung 
in the lock, we fled up the passag(js and stairs till we came 
to the hall where we had been imprison(‘d. Here, how- 
ever, we dared not stay, for already strange, gurgling sounds 
struck upon our ears, and we felt the mighty fabric of the 
pyramid shake and quiver beneatli the blows of the impris- 
oned waters as they burst their way upward and outward. 
Seizing lamps, we ran to the copper gates at the head of 
the hall, and not without trouble found the key that 
opened them. We had no time to spare, for as we left it 
the water rushed in at the further end of the chamber, a 
solid wave that in some few seconds filled it to the depth 
of sis or eight feet. On we fled before the advancing flood. 
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and well was it for us that our course lay upwards, for 
^otherwise we must have been drowned as we searched for 
thb keys to open the different gates and doors. But now 
fortune, which for so long had been our foe, befriended us, 
and the end of it was that we reached the summit of the 
pyramid just as the dawn began to break. 

The dawn was breaking and seldom perhaps has the 
light of day revealed a more wonderful or terrible sight to 
the eyes of man. Outside the gates of the courtyard of the 
pyramid wore gathered a great multitude of people waiting 
to be admitted to celebrate the feast that on this day of the 
year was to be held, according to the custom, upon the sum- 
mit of the pyramid. Indeed, they should have already been 
assembled tliere, but it was the rule tliat the gates could 
not be opened until the Council had left the Sanctuary, 
and this night the Council sat late. As we looked at them 
a cry of fear and wonder rose from the multitude, and this 
was the cause of it. Along tliat street which ran from the 
landing-place to the great square rushed a vast foam- 
topped wall of water twenty feet or moro in depth by a 
hundred broad. Now we learned the trqth. The sym- 
bol on the altar — I know not how — was connected with 
secret and subterranean sluice-gates which for many gene- 
rations had protected the City of the Heart from flood. 
When it was torn from its bed these sluice-gates were 
opened, and the waters, rushing in, sought their natural 
level, which at this season of the year was higher than the 
housetops of the city. 

On the summit of the pyramid were two priests who 
tended the sacred fire and made ready for the service to be 
celebrated. Seeing us emerge from the watch-house, they 
ran towards us, wringing their hands, and asking what 
dreadful thing had come to pass. I replied that we did 
not know, but that seeing the water gather in our prison 
we had fled from it. How we had fled they never stopped 
to ask, but ran down the stairway of the pyramid, only to 
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return again presently, for before they reached its base 
their escape was cut off. 

Meanwhile the terror thickened and the doom begath/ 
Everywhere the waters spread and gathered, replenished 
from the inexhaustible reservoir of the vast lake. Whole 
streets went down before them, to vanisli suddenly beneath 
their foaming face, while from the crowd below rose one 
continuous shriek of agony. 

Maya heard it, and, casting herself face downward upon 
the surface of the pyramid, that she might not see her 
handiwork, she thrust her fingers into her ears to stop them, 
while the sefior and I watched, fascinated. Now the flood 
struck the people, some thousands of them, who were 
gathered on the rising ground at the gates of the enclosure 
of the temple, and lo ! in an instant they were gone, borne 
away as withered leaves are borne before a gale. Ere a man 
might count ten the most of the population of the City 
of the Heart had perished ! 

For a little while some of the more massive houses stood, 
only to vanish one by one, in silence as it seemed, for now 
the roar of the advancing waters mastered all other sounds. 
Before the sun was well up it was finished, and of that an- 
cient and beautiful city. Heart of the World, there re- 
mained nothing to be seen except the tops of trees and the 
upper parts of the pyramids of worship rising above the 
level of the lake. The Golden City was no more. It was 
gone, and with it all its hoarded treasures, its learning and 
its ancient faith, and that which for many generations had 
been held to be a myth had now become a myth indeed. 
One short hour had sufficed to sweep out of existence the 
ripe fruit of the labour of centuries, and with it the dwin- 
dling remnant of the last pure race of Indians, who followed 
the customs and the creed of my forefathers. Doubtless 
their day was done, and the Power above us had decreed 
their fall ; still, so vast and sudden a ruin was a thing aw- 
ful to behold, or even to think upon. What, I wondered. 
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would the founders of this great city and the fashioners of 
its solemn pyramids and Sanctuary have thought and felt, 
ccMld they have foreseen the manner of its end ? Would 
they, then, have set the holy symbol so cunningly upon its 
altar, that the strength of a maddened woman, by tearing 
it away, could bury altar, temple, town, and all who lived 
therein, for ever beneath the surface of the lake ? This 
they did to protect their homes and fanes against the foe, 
so that, if need were, they could prefer destruction to dis- 
honour ; but they did not foresee — indeed they never 
dreamed — that this foe might be of their own race, and that 
the hand of one of her cliildren would bring disaster, utter 
and irredeemable, upon the proud head of tlieir holy strong- 
hold, the city Heart of the World. 

Now foot by foot the waters found their level, filling up 
the cup in which the town had stood, and the bright sun- 
light shone upon their placid surface as they rippled round 
the sides of the pyramid and over the flat roofs of the sub- 
merged houses. Here and there floated a mass of wreck- 
age, and here and there a human corpse, over which already 
the water-eagles began to gather, and that was all. 

Presently Maya rose to her knees and looked out from 
beneath the hollow of her hand, for the light was dazzling 
there upon the white summit of the pyramid. Then she 
flung her arms above her head and uttered a great and 
bitter cry. 

Behold my handiwork,^' she said, ^^and the harvest of 
my sin ! Oh ! my father, that dream which you sent to 
haunt my sleep was dreadful, but it did not touch the 
truth. Oh ! ray father, the people whom you would have 
saved are dead ; lost is the city that you loved, and it is I 
who have destroyed them. Oh ! my father, my father, 
your curse has found me out indeed, and I am accursed. 

Some such words as these she spoke, then began to laugh, 
and turning to the seflor, she said. 

Where is the child, husband ? 





She WM mad. 
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He could not answer her, but she took no note of it, only 
she bent her arms, rocking them and crooning as though 
the infant lay upon her breast, then came first to him a^d^ 
next to me, saying, — 

Look, is he not a pretty boy ? Am I not happy to bo 
the mother of such a boy ? ” 

I made pretence to look, but the sight of her pitiful face* 
and of the empty arms, as slie swayed them, was so dreadful 
that I was forced to turn away to hide my tears. Now I 
saw the truth. Weariness, sorrow, and shock had turned 
her brain, and she was mad. 

We led her to the watch-house, where there was shelter, 
and the priests, who had returned, gave us food So soon 
we could make them understand that we needed it, for they 
too were almost mad. Here her hist illness seized the Lady 
Maya. It began with a hardening of the breast, which 
changed presently to fever. Two days and nights, with 
breaking hearts, wo nursed her tlierc upon the pyramid, 
striving not to listen to her sick ravings and piteous talk 
about the child, and at dawm upon the third day she died. 
Before she died her senses returned to her, and she spoke 
to her husband beautiful and tender words which seem al- 
most too holy to set down. 

Alas she ended, ‘^as my heart foretold me, I have 
brought you nothing but evil, and now the time has come 
for me to go away from you. Ignatio was right, and wo 
were wrong, — or rather I was wrong. We should have died 
together a year ago, if that were needful, sooner than 
commit the sin we worked in the Sanctuary, for then at 
least our hands w'ould have l>ecTi clean, nor would tho 
blood of the people have rested on ray head. Yet, believe 
me, husband, that when I did the deed of death, I was 
mad, for I had seen our child murdered before my eyes and 
I heard a voice within me bidding mo to be avenged. 
Well, it is done, and I have suffered for it and perhaps 
shall suffer more, yet I think that I was but the hand or 
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the instrument of Fate predestined to bring destruction 
ii])on a race already doomed, and on a faith outworn. 
"I'hat faitli i no longer believe in, for you liave taught me 
another worship, therefore I do not fear the vengeance of 
the god of my people. May my other sins find forgiveness, 
if they are sins, for it was my love of you that led me to 
them. Husband, I trust that you may escape from this 
iJl-omened j)hi(;o, and live on for many years in happiness ; 
but most of all I trust that in the land which you will 
reach at last, you may find us waiting for you, the child 
and 1 together. Farewell to you. This is a sad parting, 
and my life has been short and sorrowful. Yet I am glad 
to have lived it, since it brought me to your arms, and, 
however little 1 may have deserved it, I think that you 
loved me truly and will love iny memory even when I am 
dead. 'Po you also, Igimtio, farewell. You liavc been a 
true friend to me, though I brought you no good luck, and 
at times I was jealous of you. Think kindly of me if you 
can, though had it not been for me you might have at- 
tained your ends, and, as in the old days before we met, 
comfort my husband with your friendship.” 

Then once more she turned to the sellorand in a gasping 
and broken voi(;e prayed of him not to forget her or her 
child. I heard liim answer that this she need not fear, as 
his hapi)ines8 died with her, and, even if he should escape, 
he thought that they Avould not be parted for very long, 
nor could any other woman hike her place within his heart. 

She blessed him and thanked him, caressing his face 
with her dying hands, and, unable to bear more of such a 
sight, I left them together. 

An hour later the sefLor came from the w^atch-house, and 
though he did not speak, one glance at him was enough to 
tell me that all w^as over. 

So died Maya, Lady of the Heart, the last of the ancient 
TO]ral blood of the Indian princes, myself alone except^. 
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a very sweet and beautiful woman, though at times head- 
strong, passionate, and capricious. 

Now while Maya lay dying we learned that some Indites 
still lived on the mainland, men and women who had been 
sent there to tend the crops, for we saw a canoe hovering 
round what once had been the Island of the Heart. The 
two priests who were with us on the pyramid tried to 
signal to it to come to our rescue, but eitlier those in tlie 
boat did not see us, or they were terror-stricken and feared 
to approach the pyramid. Still wo koj)t the body all that 
day, hoping that help might reach us, so that we could take 
it ashore for burial. Towards night, however, when none 
came, we made another plan. On the roof of the watch- 
house the sacred fire still burned, for the two priests had 
tended it, more from custom, I think, than for ainy other 
reason. Hither >vo brought some of the gilded stools that 
were used by the nobles of the Heart on days of festival, 
and all the fuel that Jiad boon stored to replenish the fire, 
building the whole into a funeral pyre aroinid and above 
the brazier. Then, as it caught, we carried out the body of 
Maya, wrapped in her white robes, and laid it upon the 
pyre and left it. 

Presently the great pile was alight and burning so 
fiercely that it lit up the whole summit of the ]>yrami(l and 
the darkness which surrounded it. All that night we 
watched it, while the two priests lanmnted and beat their 
breasts after their fashion, till at length it flared itself 
away, and the holy fire that liad burned for more than a 
thousand years died down and was extingnished. It seemed 
very fitting that the latest office of this ancient and conse- 
crated flame should be to consume the body of the last of 
the royal race who liad tended it for so many generations. 
Towards dawn a wind sprang up with drizzling rain, and 
when we approached the place at daybreak it was to find 
it cold and blackened. No spark remained alight, and no 
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ash or fraj^mcnt could bo seen of her who was once the 
beautiful and grjwiious Lady of the Heart. 

Jfoy we set ourselves sadly enough to find a means of 
escape to the mainland, which indeed it was time to do, for 
the waters, working in its centre, were sapjiing the founda- 
tions of tlio great i)yramid, i)ortions of which had already 
fallen aAvay. Our jdan was to form a raft by lashing to- 
gether some benches that wore at hand, and on it to float 
or paddle ourselves to the shore. This, however, we were 
s])ared the pains of doing, for when our task was half com- 
pleted we saw a large canoe, manned by three Indians, ad- 
vancing towards us, and signallcMl to thorn to paddle round 
to the steps of the pyramid. They did so, and, taking with 
us all the food and siicli few artudes of value as were to be 
found in the watch-house, the four of us embarked, though 
not without ditticiilty, for the current ran so strongly round 
the crumbling angles of the pyramid that it was hard to 
bring the (ianoo up to the stairs. 

From the Indians we learned that those on shore were 
so ()verwhclined with horror at the catastrophe which had 
fallen upon their lioly city, tliat tlicy did not dare to ap- 
proach the place 'where it had stood. Hut when on the 
])revious night they saw the great flame of Maya’s funeral 
pyre, they knew that men still lived upon the pyramid, 
who, as they thought, were signalling to them for help, 
and ventured out to save them. They asked us how it 
came about that the waters had overwhelmed the city 
which had stood among them safely from the beginning of 
time. We replied that wo did not know, and the priests 
with us, now that they had escaped with their lives, seemed 
too prostrated to tell our deliverers that wo had been im- 
prisoned in the hollow of the pyramid, oven if they know 
that this was so. 

On reaching the shore we found a little gathering of 
awe-stricken Indians, — ^perhaps there may have been a hun- 
dred and fifty of them, — the solo survivors of the People of 
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the Ilesirt, unless indeed a few still lived on the high land 
of those portions of the island of the Heart that as yet 
had not been submerged. Open-mouthed and inmost 
without comment they listened to the terrible tale of the 
sudden and utter destruction of their city. Wlien it was 
done, one among them suggested that the white man 
should be killed, as witliout doubt he had brouglit mis- 
fortune and the vengeance of heaven u])on their race, 
but this proposal seemed to find no favour with the rest of 
them. Indeed, luwl they known the ])art which we played 
in the disaster, I doubt if they would have found the spirit 
to make an end of us. • 

On the other hand tliey gave us what food and clothing 
we required, and even weapons, siu*h as marhvlcs^ bows 
and arrows, and blow-])ipes, and left us to go our way. 
Often I have wondered wluit bec^ame of them, and if any 
of their number, or of their children, still survive. 

So we turned our faces to tlio mountains, and on tho 
second day we crossed tliem safedy, for Alaya had told us 
the secret of the passage through tho rocks, which, under 
her guidance, we had passeil blindfolded. 

Thus, at length, having looked our last upon the blue 
waters of the Holy Lake, sparkling in tho sunshine above 
the palaces of the city and tlie bones of its inhabitants, 
did we leave that accursed (.Vuntry of tho Heart, where so 
much loss and evil had befallen us. 


ENVOI 

My friend, now I, Ignatio, have finished writing that 
story of how I came to visit the Golden City of the Indians, 
which so many have believed to be fabulous, and that to-day 
exists no more. It is a strange story, and I trust that it may 
interest you to read it when I am dead and buried. 
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Perhaps you would like to know the details 6f our home- 
ward journey, but in truth I have neither the strength nor 
tha p^ttienee to set them down. It was a terrible journey, 
and once we both of us fell ill with fever from which I 
thought that we should not recover ; but recover we did 
by the help of some wandering Indians who nursed us, 
and at length reached this phuie from which we had fled 
for our lives nearly two years before. We found the luwi- 
cnila deserted, for it had the reputation of being haunted, 
though some of tlie Indian dependents, or rather slaves, of 
tliat great villain, Don Pedro Moreno, still worked patches 
of the land. A\"ell, the seflor took a fancy to stay in the 
j)lace, for it was here that he had first seen his wife, and so 
wo sold that girdle of emeralds which Maya took from the 
chest of ornaments and gave to me when we were impris- 
oned for the first time in the hall of the pyramid (do not 
lose the clasp, friend, for it is the only remaining relic of 
the People of the Heart), and with the proceeds we bought 
at a cheai) rate from the government of the day, who had 
entered into possession of them, this house and the wide 
lands round it, that I have cultivated ever since. For, my 
friend, now my ambitions were finished. 1 had played my 
last card and it had failed me, and, albeit with a sorrowful 
mind, I abandoned my hopes for the regeneration of the 
Indians which I had no longer the means or the health and 
vigour to attempt. Also, I was no more Lord of the Heart, 
for with its counterpart it was lost in the Sanctuary yonder 
beneath the waters of the Holy Lake, and with the ancient 
symbol wont much of my power. 

For five years the seflor and I lived here together, but I 
think that during all this time ho was dying. He, who 
used to be so strong in body and merry in mind, never 
regained his health or spirits from that hour when Maya 
piwsed upon the pyramid, and though he seldom spoke of 
her, 1 know that night and day she wm always present in 
his thoughts. Twice in the spring seasons he suffered 
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from cdlentnrany os we eall the fever of the eoinitry, which 
left him stillow in face and ahrunken in body ; and when 
the spring came round for the tliird time, 1 begged jiim 
to go to Mexico for change, returning to the hacienda in 
the summer. In vain ; he would not do it, indeed I do not 
think that he cared whetlier he lived or died. So the end 
of it was that the calenhira took him again, and die ho did 
in my arms, happily as a child that falls asleej). 

Now my days arc accomplished also, and, having failed 
in all things and known much sorrow and disappoint- 
ment, I go to join him. My friend, farewell. Perhaps 
you will think of me from time to tinu>, and, though 
you are a lieretic, send u]> a ]>rayor to heaven for the wel- 
fare of the soul of the old liuliuu — 

Ignatio. 


THE END. 
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HiSTOiiY of England, from the Ac- 
cession of James I. to the Outbreak of 
the Civil War, 1603-1642. 10 vols. 

Crown &VO., 6 s. each. 

History of the Great Civil War, 
1642-1649. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo., 6 s. each. 
History ok the Commonwealth 
and the Protectorate, i649-i66a 
VoL I., 1649-1651. With 14 Maps. 
8va, aiJ. 


The Student’s History of EnglanDi 
With 378 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.. trj. 
A /so in Three Volumes^ price 4s. oiich. 
Vol. I. B.C. 55— A.D. 1509. With 173 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 4s. 

Vol. II. 1509-1689. With 96 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. 4f. 

Vol. III. 1680-1885. With 109 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 4s. 

Greville.— A Journal of the Reigns 
OP King George IV., King William 
IV., AND Queen Victoria. By 
Charles C. F. Greville, formerly 
Clerk of the Council. 8 vols. Crown 
8 VO., 6 s . each. 

Hearn.— The Government of Eng- 
land: its Structure and its Development 
By W. Edward Hearn. 8vo., i 6 s . 

Herbert.— The Defence of Plevna, 
1877. Written by One who took Part 
in It. By William V. Herbert. With 
Maps. 8vo., i8r. 

Historic Towns.- Edited by E. A. 
Freeman, D.CL., and Rev. William 
Hunt, M.A. With Maps and Plans. 
Crown 8vo., $ s . 6d. each. 

Bristol. By the Rev. W. Hunt. 
Carlisle. By Mandell Creighton, 
D.D., Bishop of Peterborough. 
Cinque Ports. By Montagu Bur- 
rows. 

Colchester. By Rev. E. L. Cutts. 
Exeter. By E. A. Freeman. 
London. By Rev. W. J. Loftie. 
Oxford. By Rev. C. W. Boase. 
Winchester. By Rev. G. W. Kit- 
chin, D.D. 

York. By Rev. James Raine. 

New York. By Theodore Roosevelt. 
Boston tU.S.) By Henry Cabot 
Lodge. 

Joyce.— A Short History op Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to t6o8. By 
P. W. Joyce, LL.D. Crown 8vo., 
10s. 6d. 

Iians.r*ST. Andrews. By Andrew 
Lang. With 8 Plates and 24 Illustra- 
tions in the Text, by T. Hodge. 8va, 
i5f. net. 



LONGitAltS &• CO.‘S STAUDASO AND CSNBgAL WOBICS. $ 


listory, PoUticB, Polity, Politioal Hemoin, tia.— continued. 


jeoky-— Works by Wiluam Edward 
Haktpolb Lbcky, M.P. 


Macaulay.— Works by Lord Mac- 
au LAY. continued. 


History of England in thb Eigh- 
TEENTH Century. 

Library Kditim, 8 vols. 8vo., 4s. 

Cabinet Ediiion, England. 7 voIs. 
Cr. 8vo.. ts. cAch. Ireland. 5 
vols, Crown 8vo., 6s. each. 
History of European Morals from 
Augustus to Charlemagne, a 
vols. Crown 8vo., i6r. 

History of the Rise and Influence 
of the Spirit of Rationalism in 
Europe, a vols. Crown 8vo. . i6y. 
The Empire : its Value and its Growth. 
An Inaugural Address delivered at the 
Imperial Institute, Novemberao, 1893. 
Crown 8vo, , is. 6d, 

Macaulay. — ^Works by Lord Mac- 
aulay. 

Complete Works. 

Cabinet Edition. x6 vols. Post 8vo., 

£4 ^6s. 

Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo,,j^SSi. 
History of England from the Ac- 
cession of Tames the Second. 
Popular Edition, a vols. Cr. 8vo.,sj. 
Student's Edit, a vols. Cr. 8vo., laj. 
People's Edition. 4 vols, Cr. 8vo. , i6j. 
Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Post8vo.,48j. 
Library Edition. 5 vols. 8vo , £4. 
Critical and Historical Essays, 
WITH Lays of Ancient Rome, m i 
volume. 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., as. 6d. 
Authorised Edition. Crown 8vo., 
ay. 6rf., or 35. 6d., .gilt edges. 

Silver Library Edition. Ciown 8vo., 

y- 

Critical and Historical Essays. 
Student s Edition, ivol, Cr, 8vo.,6y. 
People's Edition, a vols. Cr. 8vo., 8;. 
Trevelyan Ldit. a vols. Cr.Svo., ^y. 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post8vo.,a4y. 
Library Edition. 3 vols. 8vo., 36y. 
Essays which may be had separately, 
rice 6d. each sewed, xs. e ach cloth. 


Addison and Wal- 
pole. 

Fiwerick the Great, 
fxtrd Bacon. 
Croker’s Boswell’s 
Johnson. 

Haiiam's Constitu- 
tional History. 
Watren Hastings 
^ swdr 6t^cl.). 


Lord Cbve. 

The Earl of Chat- 
ham(Two Essays). 

Ranke and Glad- 
stone. 

Milton and Machia- 
velli. 

Lord Iiyron,andThc 
Comic Dramatists 
of the Restoration. 


Miscellaneous Writings akd 
Speeches. • 

Popular Edition. Cr. 6vo., ay. 6 d. 

Cabinet Edition. Including Indian 
Penal Code, I .ays of Ancient Rome, 
and Miscellaneous Poems. 4 vols. 
Post 8vo., 24y. 

Sf.lectu»ns i*rom the Writings of 
Lord Mac vulay. Edited, with 

Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon. 
Sir G. O. Tievclyan, Bart. Crown 
8 vo., 6y. 

• 

May.— The Constitutional History 
OK England since the Acco.ssion of 
George 111 . 1760-18W. By Sir Tm^AS 
Ekskink May, e.C.B. (Loid knrn- 
boiough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo., i8y. 

Merivale. — Works by the Very Rev. 
Charles Merivale, late Dean of Ely. 
History of ihe Romans under the 
Empire. 

Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Cr. 8vo. , 485. 
Silver Library Edition. 8 vols. Cr. 
8 vo., y. 6d. each. 

The Fail ok the Roman Republic; 
a Short History of the Last Century 
of the Commonwealth. lamo. , 71, 6 d. 

Montague.— The Elemrnt.s of Eng- 
lish Constitutional IIisiory. By 
F. C. Montague, M. A. Cr. 8vo., ay. bd. 

Blohman.— Apppnzell ; Pure Demo- 
cracy and Pastoral Life in Inner- 
Rhoden. A Swiss .Study. By Irving- 
B. klCilMAN, Consul-General of the 
United Slates to Swilzei land. With 
Maps. Crown 8vo., sy. 

Seebohm.— Works by Frederic 

Seeboiim. 

The English Village Community 
Examined in its Relations to the 
Manorial and Tribal Systems. 4 c. 
With T3 Maps and Plates. 8vo. , i6y. 
The Tribal System in Wales ; being 
Part of an Inquiiv into the Structure 
and Methods of Tribal Society. With 
3 Maps. 8vo., lay. 




LONGMANS CO*S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


HifltoFy, Politios, Polity, Politioal Memoirs, iLQ.--continued. * 


Sharpe.— London AND THR Kingdom: 
a History derived mainly from the 
Archives at Guildhall in the custody of 
the Corporation of the City of London. 
By Reginald R. Sharpe, D.C.L., Re- 
cords Qerk in the Office of the Town 
Clerk of the City of London. 3 vols. 
8vo. lOLf. 6d. each. 

Sheppard. — Memorials op St. 
Jambs’.s Palace. By the Rev. 
Edgar Sheppard, M.A., Sub-Dean of 
the Chapels Royal. With 41 full-page 
Plates (8 photo-intaglio), and 3a Illustra- 
tions in the Text. 2 Vols. 8vo, 36;. net. 
Smith.— Carthage and the Cartha- 
ginians. By R. Bosworth Smith. 
M.A., Assistant Master in Harrow 
School. With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr. 
Bvo., 3s . 6d . 

StephenB.— A Historyopthe French 
Revolution. By H. Morse Stephens, 
Balliol College, Oxford. 3 vols. 8vo. 
Vols. 1 . and 11 ., iftr. each. 

Sttrfbbs.— Historyopthe University 
op Dublin, from its Foundation to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. By J. 
W. Stubbs. 8vo., tar. 6d . 
Sutherland.— The History op 
Australia and New Zealand, from 
1606 to 1890. By Alexander Suther- 
land, M.A., and George Suther- 
land, M.A. Crown 8vo., as . 6d . 


Todd. — Parliamentary Government 

INTHE BrITISHCOLONIES. ByALPHEUS 
Todd. LL.D. 8vo., 301. net. 

Wakeman and HaBsall.— Essays 
Introductory to the Study op 
English Constitutional History. 
Edited by Henry Ofpley Wakeman, 
M.A, and Arthur Hassall, M.A. 
Crown Bvo., 6 s. 

Walpole. — ^Works by Spencer Wal- 
pole. 

History op England prom the Con- 
clusion OF the Great War in 
1815 to 1858. 6 vols. Cr. 8vo..6j. each. 

The Land of Home Rule : being an 
Account of the History and Institu- 
tions of the Isle of Man. Cr. 8vo. , 6r. 

Wood-Martin.— Pagan Ireland: an 
Archaeological Sketch. A Handbook of 
Irish Pre-Christian Antiquities. By W. 
G. Wood-Martin, M.R.I.A. 4x2 
Illustrations. 8vo., 15^. 

Wylie.— History of England under 
Henry IV. By James Hamilton 
Wylie, M.A., one of H. M. Inspectors 
of Schools. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Vol. 
I., 1399-1404, 10s . 6 d . Vol. II. IV. 
Vol. iff. 15J. Vol. IV. [/« the press. 


Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c. 


Armstrong. — ^Thr Life and Letters 
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited 
by G. F. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo., ^s.6d, 
S a c o n. — Letters and Life of 
Francis Bacon, including all his 
Occasional Works. Edited by J . 
Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo. , 41. 

Bagehot. — Biographical Studies. 

By Walter Bagehot. Cr. 8vo. , v. 6d. 
Blackwell.— Pioneer Work in Open- 
ing THE Medical Profession to 
Women : Autobiographical Sketches. 
By Elizabeth Blackwell. Crown 
Bvo. , 6s. 

Boyd. — ^Worksby A. K. H. Boyd, D.D., 
LL.D. 

Twenty-five Years of St. Andrews. 
1865- t89a a vols. 8vo. VoL I., lar. 
Vol. II., iSJ. 

«St. Andrews and Elsewhere; 
Glimpses of Some Gone and of Things 
Left. 8vo., XSJ. 

jBubb.— Frances Mary Buss and her 
Work for Education. Biy Annie 
E. Ridley. With 5 Portraits and 4 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 
Carlyle.— Thom AS Carlyle; a History 
of his Life. By James A. Froudk. 
1795-1835. a vols. Crown 8vo., 7J. 
X834-X88X. 8 vols. Crown 8vo„ 7 s, 


SraBmuB. — L ife and Letters op 
Erasmus. By James A. Froudb. 
Crown 8vo. , 6s. 

Fox. — ThkEarly HistoryofCharles 
JAMF.S Fox. By the Right Hon. SirG. 
O. Trevelyan, Bart., M.P. 

Library Edition. 8vo., i8j. 

Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 

Halford.— The Life of Sir Henry 
Halford, Bart., G.C.H., M.D., 

F.R.S. By William Munk, M.D., 
F.S.A. 8vo, zar. 6d. 

Hamilton.— Life op Sir William 
Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 3 vols. 

Havelock. — Memoirs op Sir Henry 
Havelock, K.C.B. By John Clark 
Marshman. Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d. 

IfUther.— L ife op Luther. By 
Julius Kostlin. With Illustrations 
from Authentic Sources. Translated 
from |he German. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Macaulay.— The Life and Letters 
of Lord Macaulay. By the Right 
Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart., M. P. , 
Popmlar Edit. ivol. Cr. 8vo., as.6d. 
Student's Edition, z vol. Cr. 8vo., 6s,, 
Cabintt Edition, avols. Post8«0.4,|9«. 
Library Edition. ^ vols. 9 m** 
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Biography, Personal HemolrSi fto. — continued. 


Marbot.— The Memoirs opthb Baron 
DB Marbot. Translated from the 
French by Arthur John Butler, 
M,A. Crown 8vo. , ys. 6rf. 

8eebohm.~THB Oxford Reformers 
-John Colet, Erasmus and Thomas 
More : a History of their Fellow- Work. 
By Frederic Sbebohm. 8vo.. 14s. 

Shakespeare.— Outlines op the 
Life of Shakespeare. By J. O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps. With nume- 
rous Illustrations and Fac-similes. a 
vols. Royal 8vo., /i is. 

Shakespeare’s I^ue Life. By Jas. 
Walter. With 500 Illastrations by 
Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo.. axi. 

Stephen.— ^SAYS in Ecclesiastical 
Biography. By Sir James Stephen. 
Crown 8vo.. ys. 6d. 

Turgot.— The Life and Writings of 
Turgot. Comptroller-General of France, 
1774-1776. Edited for English Readers 
by W. Walker Stephens. 8 vo. ,tas.6d. 


Vemey.— Memoirs op the Vernsy 
Family. Compiled from the Letters and 
Illustrated by the Portraits at Ckiydon 
House, Bucka • • 

Vols. I. and II. During the Civil 
War. By Frances Vbrnby. With 
38 Portraits. Royal 8vo., 42s. 

Vol. III. During the Common- 
wealth. 1650-1660. By Margaret 
M. Verney. With 10 Portraits, Ac. 
8vo. , air. 

Walford.— Twelve English Author- 
esses. ByL. B. Walford. Cr. 8vo.,4r. 6rf. 

Wellington.— Life op the Duke op 
Wellington. By the Rev. G. R. 
Gleig, M.A. Crown 8vo., 31. Cki. 

Wolf.— The Life of Joseph Wolf, 
Animal Painter. By A. If. Palmer, 
Author of ' The Life of Samiwl Ifalmer 
I With 53 Plates and 14 Illustrations in 
the Test. Royal 8vo, air. 


Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &o. 


Arnold. — Works by Sir Edwin Arnold, 
K.C.I,E. 

Seas and Lands. With 71 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 3r. 6d, 

Wandering Words. With 45 Illus- 
trations. 8vo., i8r. 

AUSTRALIA AS IT IS, or Facts and 
Features. Sketches and Incidents of 
Australia and Australian Life, with 
Notices of New Zealand. By A Clergy- 
man, thirteen years resident in the 
interior of NcwSouih Wales. Cr. 8vo., 51. 

Baker.— Works by Sir Samuel White 
Baker. 

Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6 
iSftliptrations. Crown 8va, 3r. 6d. 
The Rifle and the Hound in Cey- 
lon. 6 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Bent— Works by J. Theodore Bent. 
The Ruined Cities of Mashona- 
LAND : being a Record of Excavation 
and Exploration in 1891. With Map, 
K Plates, and 104 Blustrations in the 
Text Crown 8va, y. 6d. \ 

The Sacred City opthb Ethiopians: 
bring a Record of Travel and Re- 
searw in Abyssinia in 1893. With 8 
Plates and 65 Illustrations in the 
Teat 8va,i8L 


BieknelL— Travel and Adventure 
IN Northern Queensland. By 
Arthur C. Bicknell. With 04 
Plates and aa Illustrations in the text. 
8vo. ly. 

Brassey.— Voyages and Travels op 
Lord Brassey. K.C.B., D.C.L., i86a- 
1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain 
S. Eardlkv-Wilm(JT. a vols. Cr. 
8vo., lof. 

Brassey.— Works by the late Lady 
BkasseV. 

A Voyage in the 'Sunbeam'; Our 

Home on the Ocean for Eleven 

Months. 

Library Edition. With 8 Maps and 
Charts, and 1 18 Illustrations. 8vo. , 
air. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 

Stiver Library Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo„ y. fid. 

Popular Eduion, With 60 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., fid. sewed, ir. cloth. 

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations. 
Fcp., ar.clothy or 31, white parchment. 




6 LONGMANS 6* CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORRS. 


Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, ^.--continued. 


BraBsey.— Works bv the late Ladt 
hltAS^KY—ran/inuea. 

SUNSHI^lS AND STOKM IN TUB EAST. 
Library T^dition. With 2 Maps and 
141 Illustrations. 8vo., 21s. 

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and 
1 14 Illustrations. Crown 8 vo.,7j.6</. 
Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra- 
tions. 4to. , td. sewed, is. cloth. 

In TtiB Trades, the Tropics, and 
THE • Roaring Forties’. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., •js. 6t{. 
Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra- 
tions. 4to.. fid. sewed, is. cloth. 
THRfft: Voyages in the * Sunheam*. 
Popular Edition, 346 Illustrations. 
4to. , us. 6d. 

The f..AST Voyage to India and 
Australia in the ‘Sunbeam’. 
With Charts and Maps, and 40 Illus- 
trations in Monotone, and nearly 200 
Illustrations in the Text. 8vo. , 21A 

Jroudo.— Works by James A. Froude. 
Oceana : or England and her Colonies. 
With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
2s. bonr(I.s, us, 6d. cloth. 

The English in the West Indies ; 
or the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo. , us. bds. , us. 6d. cl. 

Howitt.— V isits to Remarkable 
Places, Old Halls, Battle-Fields, 
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poenry. By 
William Howitt. With 80 illustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo. , y. 6d. 

Knight.— Works E. F, Knight. 

The Cruise ok the ‘Aikrte’; the 
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on 
the Desert Island of Trinidad. 2 Maps 
and 23 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Where Three Empires Meet: a Nar- 
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan^ Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries. 
With a Map and 54 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo.i y. 6d. 

liBeBandClutterbuek.— B. C. 1887: 

. A Ramble IN British Columbia. By 
I. A. Lees and W. J. Cluttbrbuck. 
With Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 
y^6d. 


Murdoch.— From Edinburgh to the 
Antarctic: An Artist’s Notes and 
Sketches during the Dundee Antarctic 
Expedition of 1892-93. By W. G. Burn 
Murdoch. With 2 Mapsand numerous ’ 
Illustrations. 8vo., j8r 

JVansen.— Works by Dr. Fridtjof 
Nansen. 

The First Crossing of Greenland. 
With numerous Illustrations and a 
Map. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Eskimo Life. Translated by William 
Archer. With 31 Illustrations. 8vo.. 
i6r. 

Peary.- My Arctic Journal: a Year 
among Ice-Fields and Eskimos. By 
Josephine Diebitsch-Peary. With 
19 Pkites, 3 Sketch Maps, and 44 
Illustrations in the Text. 8vo., lus. 

Quillinan. — Journal op a Few 
Mo.nths’ Residence in Portugal, 
and Glimpses of the South of Spain. 
By Mrs. Quillinan (Dora Words- 
worth). New Edition. Edited, with 
Memoir, by Edmund Lee, Author of 
•Dorothy Wordsworth.’ etc. Crown 
8vo., 6s, 

Smith.— C limbing in the British 
I sLhs. By W. P. Haskett Smith. 
With Illusiraiions by Ellis Carr. 

Part I. England. i6mo. , y. 6d. 

Pan II. Wales and Ireland. 
i6mo. , 35. bd. 

Part III. Scotland. \!n preparation. 

Stephen. — The Playground of 
Europe. By Leslie Stephen, formerly 
President of the Alpine Club. New 
Edition, with Additions and 4 Illustra- 
tions, Crown 8vo., 6f. net. 

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of 
Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo. , us. boards, us. 6d. cloth. 

Whlehaw. — Works by Fred. J. 
Whishaw. 

The Romance of the Woods : Re- 
printed Anides and Sketches. Crown 
Bvo., C«. ^ 

Out of .Doors in Tsarland : a Re- 
cord of the Seeing and Doings of a 
Wanderer in Russia Cr. Bvo., 7s. 6tU 
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Sport and PaBtime. 

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY 

Crown 8vo., lor. M., each volume. 

Edited by the Duke of Beaufort, K.G.. assisted by Alfred E. T. Watson.' 


ARCHERY. By C. J. Longman and 
Col. H. WAUtOND, &c. 195 Illusts. 


ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALL. By 
Montague Shearman. 51 illusts. 

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By C. Phil- 
Lipps-WoLLKY, F. C. Selous. &c. 
Vol. I. Africa and America. With 
77 Ulus. ^ 

Vol. II. Europe, Asia, and the Arctic 
Regions. With 73 Ulus. 

BILLIARDS. By Major W. Broadfoot, 
R.E. [/« /Ae Press. 

BOATING. By W. B. Woodoate. With 
49 Illustrations. 

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
Harding Cox and the Hon. Gerald 
Lascelle.s. With 76 Illusti.itions. 

CRICKET. By A. G. S l ERL. the Hon . R. 
H. Lyttelton, Andrew Lang, W. G. 
Grace, &c. With 64 Illustrations. 

CYCLING. By the Earl of AUiemarle 
and G. Lacy Hillier. With 59 Ulus. 

DANCING. By Mrs. Lilly Grovf., 
F.R.G.S., &c. With 131 Illustrations. 

DRIVING. By the Duke of Beaufort. 
With 65 Illustiations. 

FENCING, BOXING. AND WREST- 
LING. By Walter H. Pollock, F. 
C. Grove, Walter Armstrong. 
With 43 Illustrations. 

FISHING. By H. Ciiolmondkley-Pen- 
nell, the Marquis op Exeter, G. 
Christopher Davies, drc. 

Vol. I. Salmon, Trout, and Grayling. 

With 158 Illustrations. 

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse Fish. 
With 133 Illustrations. 

GOLF. By Horace. G. Hutchinson, 
the Rl Hon. A. J. Balfour, M.P., 
Sir W. G. Simpson, Bart., Andrew 
l^MG, &c. With 89 IllustfBtions. 

H UNTING. By the Duke of Beaufort, 
K,G., Mowbray Morris, the Earl of 
SUFFOLK AND BERKSHIRE, and ALFRED 

E, T. Watson. &c. 53 Illustrations. 


MOUNTAINEERING. ByC.T. Dent, 
Sir F. Pollock, Bart., W. M. Conway, 
Douglas Frrshpikld. C. E. Ma- 
thews, &c. With ro8 Illustrations 
RACING AND STKKPLIS-CHASING. 
By the h:AKL OP Suffolk and Berk- 
shire, Ari'hur Coventry, &c. With 

58 Illustrations. 

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, the 
Duke of Beaufort, K.G., the Earl 
of Suffolk and Beuksiiire. &c. With 

59 Illustrations % 

SEA FISHING. By John Bickerdykb. 
With Contributions by Sir H. GoRB- 
Booth. Bart., Alfred C. Harms- 
woRTii, and W. Senior. With 197 
Illustrations. 

SHOOTING. By I^rd WAL.stNGirAMand 
Sir Ralph Pavne-Oallwkv, Bart. 
Lord Lovat, Lord C. L. Kerr, 
and A. J. Stuart-Wortley, &c. 

Vol. 1, Field and Covert. With 105 
Illustrations. 

Vol. 11. Moor and Marsh. With 65 
Illustrations. 

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGA- 
NING, AND OTHER ICE SPOR'IS. 
By J. M. Hkathcote, C. G. Tebbutt, 
T. Maxwell Witham, the Rev. John 
Kerr, & c . With 384 Illustrations. 
SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair 
and WiLLiAJi Henry. With 119 Ulus. 
TENNIS, LAWN TF:NNIS, RAC- 
QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and 
C. G. HEATHCOTE, E. O. F*r.RYDELL- 
Bouvkrie, the Hon. A. Lyttelton, 
Miss L. Dod, &c. With 79 Illustrations. 
YACHIING. 

Vol. 1. Cruising. Construction. Racing, 
Rules, Htting-Out, &c. BySir Kdwakd 
Sullivan, Bart., Loro Br asset, 
K.C.B., C. E. Seth-Smith, C.B., Ac. 
With 114 Illustrations. 

Vol. 11. Yacht Clubs. Yaehting in 
America and the Colonies, Yacht Rac- 
ing, &c. By R. T. Pritchett, the 
Earl of Onslow, G.C.M.G., ftc. 
With 195 Illustrations. 
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Sport 


Fur 


THE PARTKIDGE. 
by the Rev. H. A. Mac*piikI!SON ;| 
Shooting, by A. J. Sti/akt-Woktley ; 
Cookery, by George S.mnt.sbuky. 
With ji lllustiniionb and various Dia- 
grams. 

THE GROUSE. Natural History by the 
Rev. H. A. Macphekson; Shooiing, 
by A. J. SrUART-WoKTLEY ; Cookery, 
by George Saintsbury. With 13 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 


and continued. 

AND Feather Series. 

Edited by A. E. T. Watson. 

Crown 8vo., 55. each Volume. 

Natur.'il History , I THE PHEASANT. Natural History by 
the Rev. H. A. Macphekson ; Shooting, 
by A. J. Stuart-Worti.ky; Cookery, 
by Alexander iNNEsSii AND. Withio 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 
THE HARE AND THE RABBIT. By 
the Hon. Gerald Lascelles, &c. 

\ln prepciration. 
W 1 LDFOWL. By the Hon. John Scott- 
MonTAGU, M.P., &c. [/« preparation. 
THE RED DEER. By Cameron ov 
Lochiel. Lord Ebrington, &c. 

[/« preparation. 


Bioklirdyke.— Days ok My Like on 
Waters Fresh and Salt; and other 
Papers. By John Bickekdykr. With 
Photo-Etched I-rontispiece and 8 Full- 
pagcullustrations. Crown 8vo. , dr. 

Campbell-Walker.— The Correct 
Card: or, How to Play at Whist; a 
Whist Catechism. By Major A. Camp- 
BELL-WALKER. Fcp. 8vo., 2J. 6f/. 

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sportsman's 
Complete Guide. licing a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing lessons on the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds. By 
Maiiksman. Crown 8vo., loj. 6i/. 

EIUb. —Chess Sparks; or, Short and 
Bright Games of Chess. Collected and 
Arranged by J. H. Ellis, M.A. 8vo., 
45. 

Palkener.— <James, Ancient and Ori- 
ental, and Hovv to Play Them. 
By Edward Falkkner. With nume- 
rous Photographs & Diagrams. 8 vo. , ais. 

Ford.— The Theory and Practice op 
Archery. By Horace Ford. New 
Edition, tho. ^uglily Revised and Re- 
written by W. Butt, M. A. With a Pre- 
face by C. J. Longman, M. A. 8vo., i^r. 

Franois.— A Book on Angling: or, 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every 
Branch; including full Illustrated lAst 
of Salmon Flies. Bv B'rancis Francis. 
With Portrait and Plates. Cr. 8vo., 151. 

Q-ibson*— Tobogganing on Crooked 
Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson. 
Wjth Contributions by F. DE B. Strick- 
land and ‘ Lady-Tobogganer *. With 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , dr. 

Hawker.— The Diary op Colonel 
Peter Hawker, author of "Instruc- 
tions to Young Sportsmen ”. With an 
Introduction by Sir Ralph Paynb- 
GallwEy. Bart. 3 vols. 8vo., 33;. 


Ijang.— Angling Sketches. By A. 

Lang. With 20 Ulus Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

1 j o n g m a n.— Chess Openings. By 
Fred. W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo., ar. 6d. 

Maskelyne.— Sharps and Flats a 
Complete Revelation of the Secrets of 
Cheating nt Games of Chance and Skill. 
By John Nevil Maskelyne. With 63 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., df. 

Fayne-Gallwey. — Works by Sir 
Ralph Payne-Gallwey, Bart. 
Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). On theChoiceandUseofaGun. 
With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Letters to Young Shooters. (Second 
Series). On the Production, Preserva- 
tion, and Killingof Game. W'iihDirec- 
tions in Shooting Wood- Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With 104 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., lar. 6d. 

Pole.— Works by W. Pole. F.R.S. 

The Theory op the Modern Sciek- 
tipic Game op Whist. Fcp. 8vo., 

3J. 6d. 

The Evolution of Whist. Cr. 8vo.,dr. 
Proctor.— Works by R. A. Proctor. 
How to Play Whist; with thk 
Laws and Etiquette of Whist. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 

Home Whist : an Easy Guide to Cor- 
rect Play. i6ma, 15 . 

Ronalds.— The Fly-Fisher's Ento- 
mology. By Alfred Ronalds. Witb 
30 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 145. 
Wiloooks. The Sea Fisherman ; Com- 

E rising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
/me Fishing in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. By J. C.WiLGOCKS. UlustratsiL 
Crown 8vo.. dr. 
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Veterinary Hedioinei &o. 

Steel.—Works by John Henry Steel. • Fitzwysram.-HoRSES and Stables. 

A Ttii.' A •nuir T~itec> ACDe >.•»» . lim, o:.. E' 


A Treatise on the Diseases of the 
Dog. 88 Illustrations. 8vo., lor. 6ff. 
A Treatise on the Diseases op 
THE Ox. With 119 Illustrations. 
8vo., iSJ. 

A Treatise on the Diseases of the 
Sheep. With too Illustrations. 8vo.. 

12J. 

Outlines op Equine Anatomy: a 
Manual for the use of Vetci inary 
Students in the Dissecting Room. 
Crown 8vo, ys. 6</. 


Hy Major-General Sir F. Fnv.WYGRAM, 
Bart. With 56 pages of lllustmtions. 
8vo., 2.r. 6J. net. 

** Stonoliengo ”--Thk Dog in H eai.th 
AND Dl.SKAaK. By “STONEHENGE".' 
With 78 Illustrations 8vo. , yy. tk/. 

Youatt.— Works by William Youatt. 
The Horse. With 53 Illustrations. 

8 Vo., yv. 6i/. 

The Dog. With 53 Illustraiiors. 
8vo. , 6s. 


Abbott.--THft Elements OF I.ogic. 

T. K. Abbott, B.D. 121110., y. 
Aristotle.— Works by. 

The Politics: G. Biekker's Greek Text 
of Books I., III., IV. (VII.), luihan 
English Translation by W. E. Rol- 
LAND, M.A. ; and short Introductory 
Essays by A. Lang, M.A. Crown 
8vo., ys. 6ii. 

The Politics: Introductory Es-say.s. 
By Andrew Lang (from Bollandand 
Lang’s ‘Politics'). Cr. 8vo., 2J. 6d. 
The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated 
with E.ssay and Notes. By Sir Alex- 

ander Grant, Bart. avols. 8vo.,32y. 
The Nicomachean Ethics: Newly 
Translated into English. By Robert 
Williams. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 

An Introduction to Aristotle’s 
Ethics. Books I. -IV, (BookX. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the 
Rev. E. Moore, D.D. Cr. 8 vo.,ioj.6 (/. 
Bacon. — Works by Francis Bacon. 
Complete Works. Edited by R. L. 
Ellis, J. Speddinc, and D. D. 
Heath. 7 vols. 8vo., 13J. 6d. 

Letfers and Life, including all his 
occasional Works. Edited by James 
Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo., 4J. 

The Essays: with Annotations. By 
Richard Whately, D.D. 8vo. 

lOir. 6^. 

The Essays: Edited, with Notes. By 
F. Storr and C. H. Gib.son. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

The Essays. With Introduction, Notes, 
and Index. By E. A. Abbott. D.D. 
2 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. The Text and 
Index only, without Introduction and 
Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. 8vo., 

2S, 


Bain.— Works by Alexander dlAiN, 
LL.D. 

Mental Science. Crown 8vo. , 6c, 6(1. 
Morat. Science. Crown 8vo.;|^c. 6ti. 

The two works as above tan be haa in one 
volume^ price loj. 6d, 

Senses and the Inteli.ect. 8vo. , i^s. 

rCMOTIONS AND THE WiLL. 8vo. , 1 y. 

Logic, Deductive and Inductive, 
Part I., 4s, Part II., 6.r. 6d. 
Practical Essays. Crown 8vo., 3^. 

Bray.— Works by C.'harlks Bray. 

The Philosophy ok Necessity ; or 
Law in Mind as in Mailer. Cr. 8vo., 5J. 
The rCuiJc.vnoN of the Feelings: a 
Moral Nysleni for Schools. ( roivn 
8vo., 2.C. od. 

Bray.— E lkmi',.\t.s of Morality, in 
Easy Le'..boiis> for Home and Scliool 
Teaching. By Mrs. Charles Bray. 
Cr. 8 VO., ir. 6 d. 

DavirlBon. - fme Logic of Ulfini- 
TION, Explained and Applied. Hy 
William I.. Davidson, M.A. Crown 
8vo, , 6 s. 

Groen.— The Works of Thomas Hii.l 
Green. Edited by R. L. Nettlkship. 
Vols, I. and U. Philosophical Works. 
Bvo., i6r. each. 

Vol. 111 . Miscellanies. With Index to 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo. , 
3 IJ. 

Lf.ctures on the Principles op 
Political Obligation. With 
Preface by Bf.:;nard Bosanquet, 
8vo., SJ. 


Mental, Moral, and Politioal Philosophy. 

LOGIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, ETC. 

By 
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Mental, Moral and Politioal Philosophy— 


Hodgson.— Works by Shadworth H. 
Hougson. 

'liMK AND Space: a Metaphysical 
Es&ayf* 3vo., i6s. 

The Theory of Practice : an Ethical 
Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo. , 24s. 

The Philosophy op Reflection, a 
vols. 8V0., 218 . 

Hume.— The Philosophical Works 
OF David Hume. Edited by T. H. 
Green and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. 8vo. , 
561. Or separately, Essays, a vols. 
a8r. 1 'realise of Human Nature, a 
vols. 28s. 

Justinian.— The Institutes of Jus- 
TH«rAN : Latin Text, chiefly that of j 
Huschke, with English Introduction, i 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
Thc^as C. Sandaks, M.A. 8vo. i8s. 

Kant.— Works by Immanuel Kant. 
Critique of Practical Reason, and 
Other Works on the Theory of 
Ethics, 'rmnslated byT. K. Abbott, 
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., laj. 6<^. 
Fundamental Principles of the 
Meta physic of Ethics. Trans- 
, lated by T, K. Abbott, B.l). (Ex- 
tracted from ' Kant's Critique of 
Practical Reason and other Works on 
the Theory of Ethics.’ Cr. 8vo. 3J. 
Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty 
of the Four Figures. Translated 
by T, K. Abbott, and with Notes by 
S. T. Coleridge. 8vo. , 6s. 

Killiok.— H andbook to Mill's Sys- 
tem of Logic. By Rev. A. H. Kil- 
LICK, M.A. Crown 8vo,, y. 6d. 

Ladd.— Works by George Turmbull 
Ladd. 

Elements op Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8vo., 21s. 

Outlines op Physiological Psy- 
chology. A Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Academies and Colleges. 

8V0. . I3J. 

Psychology, Descriptive and Ex- 
planatory : a Treatise of the Pheno- 
mena, Laws, and Development of 
Human Mental Life. 8vo.. 2is. 
PRiiiEK of Psychology. Crown 8vo., 
51. 6d. 

. Philosophy of Mind: an Essay on 
the Metaphysics of Physiology. 8vo., 

^ i6f. 


Lewes.— The Hlstoryop Philosophy, 
from Thales to Comte. By George 
Henry Lewes, a vols. 8vo.. 32;. 

Max Muller.— Works by F. Max MtlL- 
ler. 

The Science of Thought. 8vo. , aw. 

Three Introductory Lectures on 
THE Science of Thought. 8vo.. 
2s. 6d. 

Mill.— Analysis of the Phenomena 
of the Human Mind. By James 
Mill, a vols. 8vo. , 28s. 

Mill.— Works by John Stuart Mill. 

A System of Logic. Cr. 8vo.. y. 6d. 
On Liberty. Cr. 8vo , is. ^d. 

On Representative Government. 
Crown 8vo. , 2s. 

Utilitarianism. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

Examination of Sir William 
Hamilton’s Philosophy. 8vo. , idr. 

Nature, the Utility op Religion, 
and Theism. Three Essays. 8vo.,5r. 

Romanes.— Mind and Motion and 
Monism. By the late George John 
Romanes, M.A.. LL.D., F.R.S. Cr. 
8vo. , 4J. 6</. 

Stock,— Deductive Logic. By St. 
George Stock. Fcp. 8vo., 3>. 6d. 

Sully.— Works by James Sully. 

The Human Mind: a Text-book of 
Psychology, a vols. 8vo., air. 

Outline.*; of Psychology. 8vo., gs. 

The Teacher’s Handbook of Psy- 
chology. Crown 8vo. , y. 

Studies OF Childhood. 8vo. 12s. 6 cL 

Swinburne.— Picture Logic: an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin- 
burne, M.A. With 33 Woodcuts. 
PostSvo.. SJ. 

Thomson.— Outline.« of the Neces- 
sary LAtys OF Thought : a Treatise 
on Pure and Applied l^gic. By W'lL- 
UAM Thomson. D.F formerly Lord 
Archbishop of York. Post 8vo., 6 s, 
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Mental, Moral and Politioal Philosophy— 


Whately.— Works by R. Whately, 
D.D. 

Bacon's Kssays. With Annotation. 

By R. Whately. 8vo., ioj. 6 d. 
Elements of Ixx:ic. Cr. 8vo. , 4s. 6d, 
Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. 8vo., 
4J. td. 

Lessons on Reasoning. Fcp. 8vo., 

IS. 6d. 

Zeller.— Works by Dr. Edward Zeller, 
Profc'-sor in the University of Berlin. 
The Stoics. Epicureans, and Scep- 
tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J. 
Reicull, M.A. Crown 8vo., 151. 


Zeller.— Works by Dr. Edward Zki.lkr. 
— continued. 

Outlines of the nisTt)KY of v^keeic 

PHII.OSOPHY. Tran^ial^ la- S.mlMI 

F. Alley NE and Evelyn Aiuiott. 
Clown 8vo., lOf. 61/. 

Plato and the Older Aladfmy. 
Translated by Sarah F. Allkynk 
and Alfred Goodwin, B.A. Crown 

8 VO., i8^. 

Socrates andthe .Socr aticSciiools. 
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichkl, 
M..\. Crown 8vo., lOr. td. 


MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 

(Stonyhurst Series. J 


A Manual of Political Economy. 

By C. S. Dev as, M.A. Cr. 8vo., dr. 6d. 
First Principles of Knowledge. By 
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5^. 
General Metaphysics. By J ohn Rick- 
ADY, S.J. Crown 8vo., $s. 

Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., $s. 


Moral Philosophy (ICtiiics and Natu- 
ral Law), By Joseph UitKAbY, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., 51. 

Natural Tiieologv. By BicuNARi) 
Boeddkk, S.J. Clown 8vo., 0>. Od. 

Psychology. By Mich all Majikw, 
S.J. Crown 8vo., Oj. Od, 


History and Science of Language, &o. 


Davidson.— Leading and Important 
English Words: Explained and Ex- 
cmplnied. By William L. David- 
son, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., 31. 6 d. 
Farrar.— Language and Languages. 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Cr. 
8vo., 6 j. 

Qraham.— English Synonyms, Classi- 
fied and Explained ; with Piaotiral 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcap. 
8vo.. 6 j. 

Max Miiller.— Works by F. Max 

MtiLLER. 

The Science of Language, Founded 
on Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. a vols. 
Crown 8vo., au. 

Biographibs of Words, and the 
Home of the Axyas. Crown 8va, 
7A 6d. 


Max Muller.— Works by F, Max 
M U LLiLR—conlin ucd. 

Till r;K 1 ^KCTURK.S ON THE SCIENCE 
OK Languagk, and rr.s Place in 
General -i^DUCATK^N, delivered at 
Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo., y. 

Boget. — Thesaurus of English 

V^RDS AND ]'iiKA.SES. (.lassiru'd and 
Arranged so as to Fadbtate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
tJoniposiiion. By Peter Mark Rcxset, 
M. D, , y. R.S. Recomposed thi imghout, 
enlarged and improved, partly fiom the 
Author’s Notes, and with a full Index, 
by the Author’s Son, John Lewis 
Roget. Crown 8vo., los. Od. 

Whately.— English Synonyms. By 
E. Jane Whately. Fcap. 8vo., y. 
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Politioal Economy and Economioa. 


Asliloy.>~ENGLisH EIconomic History 
AND Theory. By W. J. Ashlhy, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., Part L, 55. Part 
11^ xor. &/. 

Baffelkotc— Economic Studies. By 
\VAi.TKR Bagehot. Cf. 8vo., y. 6rf. 
Barnott.— Practicable Socialism : 
Essays on Social Reform. By the Rev. 
S. A. and Mrs. Barnett. Cr. 8vo., 6f. 
Brassey.'- Papers and Addresses on 
Work and Wages. By Lord Brassey. 
Edited by J. POTTER, and with Intro- 
duction by George Howell. M.P. 
Crown 8vo., y. 

Devae.— A Manual op Political 
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. {Manuals of Catholic 
PhRosophy . ) 

Dowell.— A History of Taxation 
and Taxes in England, from the 
&ir1jfst Times to the Year 1885. By 
Stephen Dowell (4 vols. 8vo. ) Vols. 
I. and n. The History of Taxation, 
aij. Vols. III. and IV. 'Phe History of 
Taxes, aw. 

Maoieod.— Works by Henry Dunning 
MA a^EOD, M.A. 

Bimetalism. 8vo., y. net. 

The Elements of Banking. Crown 
8vo., y. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ing. Vol. I. 8vo., las. Vol. II. 14^. 


liaoleod.— Works by Henry Dunning 
Mncleod, M.A. 

The Theory op Credit. . 8vo. Vol. 
I. xor. net. Vol. II., PRrt I., lOJ. net. 
Vol. II. Pail II., lor. 6d. 

A Digest of the Law of Bills of 
Excha.nge, Bank Notes, &c. 

Mill.— Political Economy. By John 
Stuart Mill. 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo. , y 6d. 
Library Edition, a vols. 8vo., 3or. 

Symes.— Political Economy: a Short 
Text-book of Political Economy. With 
Problems for Solution, and Hints for 
Supplement »ry Reading. By Prof. J. E. 
Symrs, of University College, 

Nottingham. C'rown 8vo. , qs. 6d. 

Toynbee.— Lectures on the In- 
dustrial Revolution of the 18th 
Century in England. By Arnold 
Toynbee. With a Memoir of the 
Author by Benjamin Jowett, D.D. 
8vo., zor. 6d. 

Webb.— T he History of Trade 
Unionism. By Sidney and Beatrice 
Webb. With Map and full Bibliography 
of the Subject. 8vo., i 8 j. 


Evolution, Anthropology, &o. 


Babington. — Fallacies of Race 
Thkories as Applied to National 
Characteristics. EssswsbyWiLLiAM 
Dalton Babington, M.A. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Clodd.— Works by Edward Clodd. 

The Story of Creation : a Plain Ac- 
count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

A Primer of Evolution: being a 
Popular Abridged Edition of *The 
Story of Creation '. With lUns- 
tratibns. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Xiaxig.^CusTOM AND Myth : Studies 
ofEarly Usage and Belief. By Andrew 
Lang, M.A. With 15 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 35. 6d. 


Lubbock.— The Origin op Civilisa- 
tion and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By SirJ. Lubbock, Bart., M.P. 
With 5 Plates and ao Illustrations in the 
Text. 8vo. x8/. 

Romanes.— Works by George John 
Romanes, M.A. . LL. D. , F. R.S. 
Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex- 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Pan I. The Darwinian Theory. 
With Portrait of Darwin and xas 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. . lor. 6d. 
Part II. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions : Heredity and Utility. With 
Portrait of the Author and 5 Illus- 
trations. f'r. 8vo., zoi. 6d. 

An Examination of Weismannism. 
Crown 8^., 6r. 

Mind And Motion and Monism^ 
Crown 8va, as. 6d. 
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Claasioal Literature and TransU^one, fte. 


Abbottr— Hbli£Nica. a Collection of 
Essays on Greek Poetry, Philo^phy, 
History, ami Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn A bbott.M A.,LL.D. 8vo..idf. 

^schylus.— E umrnides of Aeschy- 
lus. With Metrical English Translation. 
By J. F. Davies. 8vo., ys. 

Aristophanes.— The Acharnians of 
Aristophanes, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Cr. 8vo., u. 

Becker.— Works by Professor Becker. 

GAI.LUS : or, Roman Scenes in the Time 
of Augustits. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo., 
3f . 6ti. 

Charicles: or. Illustrations of the 
Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
Illustrated. Cr 8vo. , 3r. 6d. 

Cicero.— Cicero’s Correspondence. 
By R. Y. 'Pyrrell. Vols. I., II.. III. 
8vo., each 12s. Vol. IV., 15.?. 

Famell.— Greek Lyric Poetry: a 
Complete Collection of the Surviving 
Passages from the Greek Son "-Writing. 
By George S. Farnell, M. A. With 5 
Plates. 8vo., i6j. 

Lang.— Homer and the Epic. By 
Andrew Lano. Crown 8vo. . 95. net. 


.Maokail.— Select Epigrams from 
THE Greek Antholoqy. By J. W. 
Mackail 8vo., t6s. 

• 

Rich.— A Dictionary of HoiIan ano 
Greek Antiquities. By A. Rich,, 
B.A. With 9000 Woodcuts. Crown 
8vo., 7s. 6d, 

Sophocles.— Translated into English 
Verse. By Robert Wihtelaw, M. A., 
Assistant Master in Rugby School : late 
Fellow of Tiinity College, Cambridge. 
Crown 8vo. , 8r. 6</. 


Tyrrell.— TRAN.<ii.ATK)NS into Greek 
AND Latin Vkvsk. Edited by R. Y. 
Tyrrell. 8vo., 6jr. 

Virgil.— The iFNEiD of Virgil. Trans* 
lated into Ivnglish Verse by John Con- 
ington. Clown 8vo., 61. ^ 

The Poems of Virgil. Tr.'insloted 
into English Prose by John CONING- 
TON. Crow n 8vo. , 6s. 

TiiF. ACnkid op Vi roil, freely translated 
into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
TllOKNijiLL. Crown 8vo., js. 6d. 

The ASneid op Virgil. Books 1 . to 
VI. Translated into English VtTse 
by James Rhoades. Crown 8vo., 
S^- 

Wilkins.— The Growth op the Hom- 
eric Poems. By G. Wilkins. 8vo. 6i. 


Poetry and 

Acworth.- Ballads op the Marat- 
HAS. Rendered into English Verse from 
the Marathi Originals. By Harry 
Arbuthnot Acworth. 8vo., sr. 

AUlngham.— Works by William 
Allingham. 

Blackberries. Imperial x6mo.. 6 j. 

Irish Songs and Poems. With From 
tispiecf of the Waterfall of Asaroe. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

LaUrsncb Bloomfield. With Por- 
trait of the Author. Fcp. 8va . 31. 6d. 


flie Drama. 

I Allingham. --Works by William 

AlltngHA hi—con/intied. 

Flower Pieces; Day and Night 
Songs; Ballads. With a Designs 
by D. G. Rossetti. Fcp. 8vo. , 6j. ; 
large paper edition, 12s. 

Life and Phantasy; with Frontis- 
piece by Sir J. E. Millais. Ban., 
and Design by Arthur Hughes. 
Fcp. 8vo. , 6s. ; large paper edition, tas. 

Thought and Word, and Ashby 
Manor : a Play. Fcp. 8vo., 6s , ; laige 
paper edition, isi. 

Sets ef the abetue 6 vols. may be had in 
uniform hal/^rchment bindings friee 305 , 
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Poetry and the continued, 

Armstrong.— Works by G. F. Savage- I Ingelow.— Works by Jean Ingblow 


Armstrong. I 

Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp. ; 

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Parti.) Fcp. 8 VO. 5J. 

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part II.) Fcp. 8 VO.. 6j. 

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of 
Israel, Part III.) F«. 8vo., 

Ugone: a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo., 6 j. 

A Garland from GREi:cE: Poems. 
Fcp. 8vo., ys. 6d. 

Stories of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp. 
8 vo., js. bd, 

Mephistopheles in Broadcloth: a 
Satire. Fcp. 8vo. , 4s. 

Om IN THE Infinite: a Poem. Cr. 
8 vo., 7J. 6d. 

Armstrong.— The Poetical Works 
of / 5 dmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 
8 vo., y . 

Arnold.— Works by Sir Edwin Arnold, 
Ke.I.E. 

The Light of the World ; or, the 
Gre.it Consummation. Cr. 8vo., 71. 6d. 
net. 

The Tenth Muse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo., 55. net. 
Potiphar’s Wife, and other Poems. 

Crown 8 VO. , y. net, 

Adzuma : or, ihc Japanese Wife. A 
Play, Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. net. 

Beesly.— Ballads, and other Verse. 
By A. H. Beesly. Fcp. 8vo., y- 

Bell.— Chamber Comedies: a Collec- 
tion of Plays and Monologues for the 
Drawing Room. By Mrs. Hugh 
Bell. Crown 8vo., 6f. 

Oarmiohael.— Poems. By Jennings 
Carmichael (Mrs. Francis Mullis). 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 

Cochrane.— The Kestrel’s Nest, 
and other Verses. By Alj^red Coch- 
rane. Fcp. 8vo., y, 6d. 

Goethe. 

Faust, Part I., the German Text, with 
Injtroduction and Notes. Albert 
M. Selss, Ph.D., M.A. Cr. 8 vo., 5r. 
Faust. Translated, with Notes. By 
T. £. Webb. 8va, 12s, 6d, 


Poetical Works, avols. Fcp. 8vo.» 

12S . 

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selected 
from the Writings of Jean Ingelow. 
Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.; cloth plain, y. 
cloth gilt. 

Kendall.— Songs from Dreamland. 
By May Kendall. Fcp 8vo., 51. net. 

Lang.— Works by Andrew Lang. 

Ban and ARRii'RE Ban. A Rally of 
Fugitive Rhymes Fcp. 8vo., 5^. 
net. 

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo.. 
as. 6d. net. 

Ballads of Books. Edited by 
Andrew Lang. Fcp. Gvo., 6s, 

The Blue Poetry Book. Edited by 
Andrew Lang. With 12 Plates and 
88 Illustrations in the '1 ext by H. J. 
Ford and Lancelot Speed. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Special Edition ^ printed on Indian 
paper. With Notes, but vfit^ut 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo . , ys. 6d. 

Lecky.— Poems. By W. E. H. Lecky. 
Fcp. 8vo., y. 

Peek. — Works by Hedlky Peek 
(Frank Leyton). 

Skeleton Leaves: Poems. With a 
Dedicatory Poem to the late Hon. 
Roden Noel. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. net. 

The Shadows of the Lake, and 
other Poems. Fcp. 8vo., ar. 6d. net. 

Lytton.~Works by The Earl of 
Lytton (Owen Meredith). 

Marah. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 6d. 

King Poppy: a Fantasia. With 1 
Plate and Design on Title-Page by 
SirEo. Burnk-Jones, A.R.A. Cro.in 
8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Thk Wanderer. Cr. 8vo.. zor. 6</. • 

LuciLR. ,/Crown 8vo., lor. 6d. 
Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., xor. 6d . 
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Poetry and the Drama— 


BCaoaulay.— Lays ov Ancient Rome. 
Ac. By Lord Macaulay. 

Illustrated by G. SCHASF. Fcp. ^to., 
lor. 6d. 

Bijou Edition. 

x8mo.. as. 6d., gilt top. 

Popular Edition. 

Fcp. 4to.. 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 
Illustrated J. R. Weguelin. Crown 
8vo., $s. 6d. 

Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo.. xr. 
sewed, .ir. td. cloth. 

Murray. — (Robert F. ), Author of ‘ The 
Scarlet Gown’. His Poems, with a 
Memoir by Andrew Lang. Fcp. 8vo. , 
51. net. 

Neabit.— L ays and Legends. By £. 
Nbsbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., 3^. td. Second 
Series, with Portrait. Crown 8vo., 5f. 

Piatt.— Works by SARAH Piatt. | 
Poems. With portrait of the Author. 

a vols. Crown 8vo. , ioj. 

An Enchanted Castle, and other 
Poems ; Pictures, Portraits and People 
in Ireland. Crown 8vo., 3/. 6df. I 


Piatt.— Works by John Jambs Piatt. 

Idyls and Lyrics of the Ohio 
Valley. Crown 8vo. . jll * 

Little New World Idyls. Cr. 8vo., ’ 
5 ^* 

Bhoades.— Teresa and Other 

Poems. By James Rhoades. Crown 
8vo., 3f. td. 

Biley.— Works by James Whitcomb 
Riley. 

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems, 
lamo., 51. 

Poems Here at Home. Fcapi 8vo., 
dr. net. 

Shakespeare.— Bowulbr’s if amily 
Shakespeare. With 36 WabdeuLs. 

I vol. 8vo., 141. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 
8V0., 3TL 

The Shakespeare Birthday J| k>OK. 
By Mary F. Dunbar. 32010., is. td. 

Sturgis.— A Book of Song. By J uli an 
Sturgis. x6mo., 51. 


Works of Fiction. Humour, &(l 


Anstey.- Works by F. Anstey, Author 
of * Vice VersA *. 

The Black Poodle, and other Stories. 

Crown 8vo. , as. boards, 3.r. td. cloth. 
Voces Populi. Reprinted from 
’Punch'. First Scries. With 20 
Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Cr. 8vo.. y. td. 

The Travelling Companions. Re- 
printed from ‘ Punch With 25 IIIus. 
^ I. B. Partridge. Post 410., 5/. 
The Man from Blankley’s: a Story 
in Scenes, and other Sketches. With 
34 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Fcp. 4to., dr. 

Amold-^THE Story of Ulla, and 
other Tales. By Edwin Lester Ar- 
nold. Crown 8vo., dr. 

Astor.— A Journey in Other Worlds, 
a Romance of the Future, By John 
Jacob Astor. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., dr. 

Balror.— By the Western Sea. By 
Jambs Baker, Author of ‘ John Westa- 
oott\ Crown 8va. y. td. 


Beaconsfleld,— Works by the Earl of 
Bkaconsfiei.d. 

Novels and Tales. Che-Tp Edition. 
Complete in 11 vols. Cr. 8vt>. , is. td. 
each. 

Vivian Go'y. Henrietta Temple. 

ThcYoungDuke,&c. Venctia. Tancred. 
Alroy, Ixion, &c. Coningsby. Sybil. 
Coniarini Flem cTg, Lothair. Endymion. 
&c. 

Novels and Tales. The Hughenden 
Edition. With 2 Portraits and xx 
Vignettes, ii vols. Ci. 8vo., 47s. 

Boulton. — Josephine Crewe. By 
Helen M. Boulton. Cr. 8vo. , dr. 

Carmichael.— Poems. By Jennings 
Carmichael (Mrs. Francis Mullis). 
Crown 8vo. to. net. 

Clegg.— D avid’s Loom: a Stoiv of 
Rochdale life in the early years of the 
Nineteenth Ccnliir)'. By JOHN Tr AF- 
FORD CutGG. Crown 8vo. ar. td. 
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Works of Fiction, Homour, Ac. — continued. 


Deland.— Philip and his Wife. By ; 
Margakrt Deland. Author of * John 
Wafd Cr. Svo. , 6j. 

Dougail.^ Works by L. Dougall. 
Beggars All. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6rf. 
What Necessity Knows. Crown 
8vo., 6r. 

Doyle.— Works by A. CoNAN Doyle. 

J,vf ICAII Ci.ARKE : ft Tale of Monmouth’s 
Rebellion. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Captain of the Polrstar, and 
other Tales. Cr. 8vo., qt. 

The Refugees : a Tale of the Hugue- 
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. . 3.T. 6rf. 

The Si'ark-Munro Letters. Cr. 
8ve., 6f 

JParrar.-- Works by F. W. Farrar, 
Dean of Canterbury. 

DARigjESS AND Dawn : or, Scenes in 
the^ays of Nero. An Historic Tale. 
Cr. 8vo., 7f. 6rf. 

Gathering Ci.ouds : a Tale of the 
Days of St. Chrysostom. a vols. 
SVt. sBj. 

rroude.-THK Two Chiefs op Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. ByJ. A, B'roude. Cr. 8vo., 
y. 6ii. 

Powler.— The Young Pretenders. 
A Story of Child Life. By Edith H. 
Fowler. With 12 Illustrations by 
Philip Burne-Jones. Crown 8vo., 6 j. 
Gtorard.— An Arranged Marriage. 

By Dorothea Gerard, Cr. 8vo., ts, 
Qilkes.— T he Thing That Hath 
Been: or, a Young Man’s Mistake. By 
A. H. Gilkes, M.A. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Haggard. — Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard. 

Joan Haste. With 26 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo. , 6 j. 

The People op the Mist. With 16 
lllu.strations. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 
Montezuma’S Daughter. With 24 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

She. 3a Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , y. 6d. 
Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Maiwa’s 4 (evenge. Crown 8vo., is. 

boards ; is, 6d. cloth. 

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. Cr. 8vo., 

3J. W. 

Cleopatra. With 29 Illustrations 
Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Beatrice. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

JSric Brighteybs. with 51 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d, 


Haggard.— Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard — continued. 

Nad A THE Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d. 

Allan's Wife. With 34 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. 

The Witch’s Head. With 16 Ulus 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Mr. Meeson’s Will. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. 

Dawn. With 16 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Haggard and Lang.— The World’s 
Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and 
Andrew Lang. With 27 Illustrations 
by M. Greiffenhagen. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d. 
Harte.— In the Cakquinr/ Woods^ 
and other Stories. By Bi;et Harte. 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Hornung.— The Unbidden Guest. 

By E. W. Hornung. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d. 
Lang.— A Monk of Fife ; a Romance 
of the Days of Jeanne D’Arc. Done 
into English, from the Manuscript in 
the Scots College of Ratisbon, by 
Andrew Lang. With Illustrations 
and Initial Letters by Selwyn Image. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

Lemon.— Matthew Fuuth. By Ida 
Lemon. Crowm 8vo., 6r. 

Lyall.— Works by Edna Lyall, Author 
of ‘Donovan,’ &c. 

The Autobiography of a Slander. 

Fcp. 8vo., It. sewed. 

Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 
8vo. , 2S. net. 

Doreen : The Story of a Singer. Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 

Matthews.— His Father’s Son: a 
Novel of the New York Stock Ex- 
change. By Brander Matthews. 
With Ulus. Cr. 8vo.,6r. 

Melville.— Works by G. J. Whytr 
Melville. 

The Gladiators. Holm^ House. 

The Interpreter. ■ Kate Coventiy. 

Good for Nothing. Digby Grand. 

The Queen’s Maries. General Bounce. 

Cr. 8vo., IS. 6d. each. 

Oliph ant.— Works by Mrs. Oliphant. 
NLvdam. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 

In Trust. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Payn.— Works James Pavn. 

The Luck of the Darrells. Cr^ 
8vo., IS. 6d. 

Thicker than Water. Cr. 8vo.>. 

If. 6d, , , 
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W0K8 of Fiction, Humour, h^^^continutd. 


PllilllppB-Wolley.--SNAP: a Legend 
of the l>one Mountain. By C. Phil> 
UPPS-WoLLBY. With 13 IlliLstrations 
^ H. G. WiLLiNK. Cr. 8vo., 35. 6 d. 
Prlnce.—THE Story op Christine 
Rochefort. By Helen Choate 
Prince. Crown 8vo., dr. 
Quintana.—THB Cid Campeauor* 
an Historical Romance. By D. 
Antonio de Trueba y la Quintana. 
Translated from the Spiinish by Henry 
J. Gill, M.A., T.C.D. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
BhosoomVl. — The Jewel of Ynys 
Galon: being a hitherto unprinted 
Chapter in the History of the Sea Rovers. 
By Owen Rhoscomyl. Cr. 8vo. , 6f . 
Bobertson.— VuGGETS in the Devil’s 
Punch Bowl, and other Australian 
Tales. By Andrew Robertson. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Sewell.— Works by Elizabeth M. 
Sewell. 

A Glimpse of the World. Amy Herbert. 
Laneton Parsonage. Cleve Hall. 
Margaret Percival. Gertrude. 
Katharine Ashton. Home Life. j 

The Earl’s Daughter. After Life. j 
The Experience of Life. Ursula. Ivors. 

' Cr. 8vo., xi. 6d. each cloth plain, sts. 6d. 

each cloth extra, gilt edges. 
Stevenson. — ^Works by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. 

Strange Cask of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde. Fep, 8vo., is . sewed, 
IS. td. cloth. 

The Dynamiter. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 
Stevenson and Osbourne.— The 
Wrong Box. By Robert I-ou is Ste- 
venson and Lloyd Osbourne. Cr. j 
8vo., y. td. 

Suttner.— Lay Down Your Arms 
DU Wa^n Nieder: The Autobiography 
of Martha Tilling. By Bertha vos 
Suttner. Translated by T. Holmes. 
Cr. 8vo.. IS. 6d. 


Trollope.— Works by Anthony Trol- 
lope. 

The Warden, ('r. 8vo.. is . 6 d , 
Bakciiestek Towers. Cr. Svq., at, 6 d . 

TRUE. A. RICIATION^^ the 
Travels and Pekiix>us Adven- 
tures OF Mathew Dudgeon. Gentle- 
man: Wherein is truly set down the 
Manner of his Taking, the Lone Time 
of his Slavery in Algiers, and Means of 
his Delivery. Written by Himself, and 
now for the first time primed Cr. 8vo., SJ. 

Walford.— Works by L. B. Walford. 
Mr. Smith : a I'.ait of his Life. Crown 
8vo., 6./. 

The Baby's iJrandmother. Crown 
8vo., ar. (wf 

Cousins. Crown 8vo. as. 6 d . ^ 

Troublesome Daughters. Crtu 

8vo., as. 6d. 

Pauline. Oown 8vo. as . 6d. ^ 

Dick Ne ihkrry. Crown Svo.^j. 6d. 
The History of a We»:k. Xrown 
8vo. as. d/. 

A Stiff-necked Generation. Crown 
8vo. a.f. 6i/. ^ 

Nan, and other Stories. Cr. 8 vo.,^l ( A . 
The Mischief Oh Monica. Crown 
8vo. , as, 6if. 

Tii E On e Good Guest. O. 8vo. as . 6 d . 

* Ploughed,’ and other Stories. Crown 
8vo. . (iS. 

The M \TCHMAkKK. Cr. 8vo.f dr. 

West. — Works by H. Ik West. 
Half-Hours with the Million- 
aires: Showing how much harder it 
IS to spend a million than to make it. 
Cr. 8vo., bs. 

Sir Simon V'anderpk itkk, and Mind- 
ing HIS A.sckst<»|{S. 'I wo Reforma- 
tions. (joivi! 8v(>. . y. 

A Financial .VroNKMKNT. Cr.Svo., 

Weyman. - Wvrks by S. J. Wkyman. 
The House (h-thf. Wolf. Cr. 8vo., 
y. 6d. 

I A Gentt.eman OF Franc'S. Cr.8«o..di. 
I Th e Kl d r.'f >ck a de. Cr, Bvo. , 6s. 


Popular Solenoe (Natural History, No.). 


Butler.— Our Household Insects. 
An Account of the Insect- Pests found ' 
in Dwdling-Houses. By Edward A. 
Bvtlbe, B.A., B.&. (Lond.), With ! 
113 Illustrations. Crown Svo., dr. 

dodd.— A Primer of Evolution: 
tmg a Popular Abridged Edition of 
The Story of Creation ’. By Edward 
WithlUus. Fcp. 8vo., XL 6d. 


Fumeaux. — Works by W.dFuR N EAUX. 
BUTTF.KFL1ES AND MOTHS (British). 
With 12 coloured Plates and 341 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
lar. 6d. 

The Outdoor World; or. The Young 
Collector's Handliook. With >1 
Plates. 16 of which are coloured, 
and 54Q Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo.. 7s. 6d. 
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PopnlaF Soience (Natural History, fto.). 


Graham.— Country Pastimes for 
Boys. By P. Anderson Graham. 
With numerous Illustrations from Draw- 
mf^s Photograplis. Crown 8vo. . 6r. 

Hartwlg. — Works by Dr. George 
Hartwig. 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. 
With 13 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 
8vo., 7s. net. 

The Tropical World. With 8 Plates 
and 17a Woodcuts. Svo.. yr. net. 

The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. Svo. . 7s. net. 

The Subterranean World. With 
5Mapsand 80 Woodcuts. Svo. , 7s. net. 

The Aerial World. With Map, 8 
Plates and 60 Woodcuts. Svo. , 7s net. 

Hayward.— Bird Notes. By the late 
lANE Mary Hayvyard. Edited by 
Emma Hubbard. With Frontispiece 
15 Illustrations by G. £. Lodge. 
Cr? 8 vo.,df. 

Helmholta.— Popular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. By Hermann 
VON Helmholtz. With 68 Woodcuts, 
a vols. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. each. | 

Hudaon.— British Birds. By W. 
H. Hudson. C.M.Z.S. With a Chap- 
ter on Structure and Classification by 
Frank E. Beddard, F.R.S. With 17 
plates (8 of which are Coloured), and 
over 100 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., xai. 6 d, 

Frootor.— Works Richard A. 
Proctor. 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo., 5;. each. 

Chance and Luck: a Discussion of 
the Laws of Luck, Coincidence, 
Wagers, Lotteries and the Fallacies 
of Gambling, &c. Or. 8vo., ai. 
boards, ar. 6^. cloth. 

Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
^Silver Library Edition. Cr. 8vo. , y, 61L 

Pleasant Ways in Science. Cr. 
8vo., 55. Silver Library Edition. 
Crown 8va, 3^. 6cL 


Frootor. — Works by Richard A. 

PROcrroR-^continued, 

The Great Pyramid, Observatory. 
Tomb and Temple. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 5;. 

Nature Studie.s. By R. A. Proctor, 
Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and E. Clodd. Crovin 
6vo., y. Sil. Lib. Ed. Cr.8vo., 3;. 6d, 

. Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster, and A. C. Ran yard. Cr. 
8vo., SJ. 

Stanley.— A Familiar History of 

Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Norwich. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 3r. 6d. 

Wood.— Works by the Rev. J. G. Wood. 

Homes without Hands : a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With 140 Illustrations. 
8vo. , 7s. net. 

Insects at Home : a Popular Account 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s. net. 

Insects Abroad ; a Popular Account 
of Foreign Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
600 Illustrations. 8vo., 7s, net 

Bible Animals: a Description of 
every Living Creature mentioned in 
the Scriptures. With iia Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., 7s. net. 

Petland Revisited. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Out op Doors ; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With zx Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d, 

Strange Dwellings: a Description 
of the Habitations of Animals, ' 
abridged from, * Homes without 
Hands \ With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vd., 3 ^. 6(L 
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Works of 

toogmana* GAzmsER. of the 
World. Edited by George G. Chis- 
holm. M.A. , B.Sc.| Fellow of the Royal 
Geographical and Statistical Societies. 
Imp. 8vo. 2s. cloth, /a X2s. 6rf. 
half-morocco. 

Maunder’s (Samuel) Treasurlea 
Biographical Treasury. WithSim- 
plement brought down to 1889. By 
Rev. Jambs wood. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

Treasury op Natural History : or, 
Popular J^ictiona^ of Zoology. With 
900 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo.. 6^. 
Treasury of Geography. Physical, 
Historical, Descriptive, and Political. 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 
8vo., 6r. 

The Treasury op Bible Know- 
ledge. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 6vo., 6j. 

Historical Treasury: Outlines of 
Universal History. Separate Histories 
of ail Nations. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 


Reference. 

Maunder*B (Samuel) Treaiuxlea 

— continued. 

Treasury of Knowledge and 
Library of Reference. (Com- 
prising an English Dicti^fli^ and 
Grammar, Universal Gatetcer, Classi- 
cal Dictionary, Chronology, Law 
Dictionary, &c. Fcp. 8vo.,or. 
Scientific and Literary Treasury. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6f. 

The Treasury of Botany. Edited 
by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T. 
Moorr. F.L.S. With a74 Wood- 
cuts and ao Steel Plates, a vola 
Fcp. 8vo., xax. 

RoffeL-THESAURus OP EnglishWords 
AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary CoiUposi- 
tion. By Peter Mark Rogkt, M.D., 
F.R.S. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d. 
Williob.—PopuLAR Tables fo|giving 
information for ascertaining the Wue 0/ 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Funds, &c. ^ 

Charles M. Willicii. Edited Iw H. 
Bence |onks. OownBvo., tor. A. 


Children's Books. 


Crake* — Works by Rev. A. D. Crake. 

* Edwy the Fair : or, the First Chro- 
nicle of ^Escenduna Crown 8vo.,3j.6if. 

Alfgar the Dane: or,theSecond Ch’-o- 
nicle of ASscendune. Cr. 8vo , ai. 

The Rival Heirs: being the Third 
and Last Chronicle of ^Escendune. 
Cr. 8vo., 2s. 6d, 

The House of Walderkb. A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Elays of the Barons' Wars. Crown 
8vo., ar. 6d. 

Brian Fitz-Count. A Stoiy of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Cr. 8vo., as. 6d, 

laang.-'Works edited by Andrew La ng. 

The Blue Fairy Book. With 138 
Illustrations. Crown 6vo. , 6s. 

The Red Fairy Book. With 100 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

The Green Fairy Book. With 101 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The Yellow Fairy Book. With 104 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The Blue Poetry Book. With 100 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The Blue Poetry Book. School 
Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp. 
Sva, aSt 6dm 

:Thb True Story Book. With 66 

,..^'.Illil9txatipns. Crown 8vo.. 6s. \ 


Iiaug.—Works edited by Andrew Lang 
— continued. 

The Risd True Story Book. With 
100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

Meade. — Works by L. T. Meade. 
Daddy's Boy. lllustratsd. Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Dkb and the Duchess. Illustrated. 
Crown 8 VO., 3s, 6d. 

The Brresford Prize. Crown 8vo., 
3 J. 6d. 

Molesworth.-— Works by Mrs. Molbs- 

WORTH. 

Sii.VKRTHORNa* Illustrated. Cr. 8vo., 
Neighbours. Ulus. Crown 8vo.,ai.^. 
Steveneon.— A Child's Garden of 
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Small fcp. 8vo., 5J. 

irpton.—THE Adventures of Two 
Dutch Dolls and a * (jOLLIwogg '. 
Illustrated by Florence K. Upton, 
with Words by Bertha Upton, With 
31 Coloured Plates and numerous Illus- 
trations in the Text. Oblong 410. , 6f. 

Wordsworth.— The Snow Garden, 
and other Fairy Tales for Children. By 
Elizabeth Wordsworth. With Il- 
lustrations Trevor Haddon. Cr 
8vo., 5s. 
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Longmans’ Sovles of Books for Girls. 

Crown 8vo., ]»ice sj. 6 d, each 

The Story of a Spring Morning, Ac. 

By Mrs. Moles worth. Illustrated. 
Neighbours. By Mrs. Molesworth. 


Atelier (The) Du Lys: or an Art 
Student in the Rcij^n of Terror. 

By the same Author. 
Mademoiselle Mori. 

£ hat Child. 

NDV A Cloud. 

The Fiddler of I.ugau. 

A Child of thf. Revolution. 
Hester’s Venture. 

In the Olden Time. 

The Younger Sister. 


The Third Miss St. Quentin. By 
Mrs. Molesworth. 

The Palace in the Garden. Illus- 
trated. By Mrs. Molesworth. 
Atherstone Priory. By L. N. Comyn. 


Very Young; and Quite Another 
Story. By Jean Ingblow. 

Can this be Love ? 1 ^ Louis A. Parr. 
Keith Dbramore. By the Author of 
* Miss Molly '. 

Sidney. By Margaret Deland. 
Last Words to Girls on Life at 
School and After School. By 
Mrs. W. Grey. 


Stray Thoughts for Girls. By 
Lucy H. M. Soulsby. x6mo., 
ir. 6d. net. 


The Silver 

• Crown 8vo. y, 6d. 

Jlniold*B (Sir Bduiin) Beas and LaBdi«( 

Wi^ 71 Illustrations, y. 6d, 

Bad^t'i (W.) Blodraphloal Btudlei. 

yriid. 

Badehet*B(W«)BeononileBtadleB. ss.6d. 

Bagahet'a (W.) Literary Studies. 3 
1^. 31. 6d. each. With Portrait. 

Bam*! (Sir B. W.) Bl^ht Years In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir B. W.) Rifle and Hound In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3^. 6d, 

Barlnd-aould*s<ReT. B.) Curious Myths 
of the Middle Ages, y, 6d, 

Baring-Oould's (Rev. B.) Origin and 
Developnient of Rellgloas Belief, a 
vcds. y, 6d. each. . * 

Bettker*B^rof.) 6 allas: or, Roman Scenes 
in die Time of Augustus. Ulus. 31.6^. 

Beeker's (Prot) Charioleit or, Illustra- 
tions of the Private Life of the Ancient 
Greeks. Illustrated, y. td. 

Bent's (J. T.) The Rnlned Cities of Ma- 
Bhoanland: being a Record of Ex- 
cavation and Exploration in 1891. 
With X17 Illustrations. 35. ddT. 

Brasaoy'e (Lady) A Voyage In the* Bnn- 
beam *• With 66 Illustrations. 3^. 6(f. 

Olodd*B (B.) Btery of Creation : a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus- 
trations. y. 6 iL 

Conyboare C^v. W. J.) and HowBon *8 
(Very Rev. J. B.) Ufe and Epistles of 
Bt Panl. 46 Illustrations. 3r. 

]>ongall*s(L.)BeggarsAll;aNoveL y,6d, 

Doy^'■(A. Cohaa)Mleah Clarke i a Tale 
^ Monmouth’s Rebellion, xo IHus. 

' .y. 6ef. 

Bdf M (A. Conan) The Captain of the 
PpiMtar, and other Tales, y, 6 d. 

(A. Conan) Tho RoftageoB : A 
Tale of The Huguenots. With 
as Illustrations, y. 6 d. 


Library. 

each Volume. 

Froado's(J. d.) Short Studios on Groat 
BuhlBOts. 4 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 
Froude's ( J. A.) Csssar : a Sketch, y. 6d. 
Froudo's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 
History of his Life. 

* 795 -* 835* 2 vols. 7s. 

X834-X881. 2 vols. 7s. 

Fronde's ( J. A.) The Two Chlelii of Dan* 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century, y 6d. 

Fronde's (J. A.) The History of England^ 

from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada. la vols. 
y. 6d. each. 

Fronde's (J. A.) The English In Ireland. 

3 vols. lor. 6d. 

Froude's (J. A.) The Spanish Story of 
the Armada, and other Essays, y. 6d. 
Gleir* (Rbv. G. R.) Life of tho Duke of 
Wellington. With Portrait, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Bho : A History of 
Adventure. 3a Illustrations, y. 6d, 
Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan Qnatsrmaln. 

With 30 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quarltoh^. 

V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. y. &f. . 
Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. Wi^'39 
Full-page Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Brio Brightoyos. 

With 51 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice, y. 6J, 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan’s Wife. With 
34 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard'e (H. R.) The Wlteh** 

With Illustrations, y. 6 d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Hr. Heeson'e 
With lUustratiohs. y. 6d, 
Haggard'B(H.B.)l>awii. WithiCHT 
trationa y. 6 d. 

Haggard’S (H. B.) and 
World's Deelro. WithaylUust^j' ' 



LO^GAfAA^S 6* CO/S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS, »i 


Hatf«ard'i(H.R.)HadatheUly. With 
Illustrations by C. H. M. Kerr. y. 6d. 
Harto'i (Brat) In tha Carqulnai Woods, 
and othar Stories. 3^. 6c/. 
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Merlsals's (Dean) History of the Romans 
under the Empire. 8 vols, y. 6d. ea. 


Helmheltz*s(Herninnn von) Popular Leo- 
tnras on Selentiflo Subjects. With 68 
Woodcuts. 2 vols. 3J. 6A each. 
Hornung‘'B (£. W.)The Unbidden Guest, 
y. 6c/. 

Howltt*s (W.) Visits to Remarkable 
Places. 80 Illustrations, y. 6t/. 
Jefrerles*(R.)The8toryofMy Heart: My 
Autobiography. With Portrait, y. 6d. 
Jefferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow. 

With* Portrait. 35. 6 d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. 17 Ulus. y. 6d. 
Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable. 
3J. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R. The Tollers of the Field. 

With Portrait from the Pusi in Salis- 
bury Cathedral, y. 6d. • 

Knight'sCE. F.)The Cruise of the< Alerte*: 
a Search for 'I'rcasure on the Desert 
Island of Irinidad. a Maps and 23 
Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Knight's (E. F.) Where Three Empires 
Meet: a Narrative of Recent Travel in 
Kashmir, Western Tibet, etc. With 
a Map and 54 lllust. 3r 6d. 

Lang’e (A.) Angling Sketches. 20 l]lu.s. 
3J. 6d. 

‘Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth : Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief, y, 6d. 
LeesCJ. A.) and Clutterbuck's (WhI.)B.C. 
1887, A Ramble In British Columbia. 
With Map.s and 75 Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Macaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of 
Ancient Rome. With Portrait .and 
Illustration.s. y. 6t/. 

■acleod'B (H. D.) The Elements of Bank- 
ing. 3r. 6d. 

Marshman’sfJ.G.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 
Havelock, y. 6d. 

Max Muller's (F.) India, what can it 
teach us? 3^. 6d. 

Max Muller's (F.) Introduction to the 
Science of Rell^on. y. 6d. 


Mill's (J. S.) Polltioal Economy, y. 6d, 

Mlirs (J. S.) System of Logie. 3;. 6d. 

Milner's (Geo.) Country PUmswrel. y.6d, 

Nansen's (F.) The Flrst^ Crossing of 
Greenland. With Illustrations and 
a Map. 3jr. 6d. 

Phllllppe-Wolley'e(Cf) Snap: a Legend 
of the Loin* Mount.iin. With 13 
Illustrations, y. 0,/. 

Prootor'e (R. A.) The Orbs Around Ue. 
Essays on the Mmui and Planets, 
Meteors and Comets, the Sun and 
Colouied Pairs of Sums, y , 6</. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Bxpanse'^ of Heaven. 
Essays on ihc Wonders of the Fiim.'i- 
meiu. 3f. 6 d. 

Prootor'e (R. A.) ' Other Woigde than 
Cure. y. Cd. 

Proctor’s ' (R. A.) Rough Ways made 
Smooth. 35. 6</. A 

Prootor’e (R. A.) Pleasan(\Ways In 
Science, y. Cvf 

Proctor s (R. A.) Myths and Marvels 
of Astronomy, y. (uf. 

Prootor'e (R. A.) Nature Studl^^JF 

Rossetti's (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante: 
an Essay lovvarils stu<lying Himself, 
his World and his Pilgrimage, y. fd. 

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginians. y.6i/. 

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. 1C0 llluMiaiions. y.hd. 

Stevenson ( Robert Louis) and Osbourne's 
(Lloyd >'the Wrong Box. fui. 

Stevenson (Robt. Lou 1.1) and Stevenson's 
(Fanny van de Orlfr) More Mew Arab! an 
Nights. —The Dynamiier. y. (h/. 

Wey man's (Stanley J.) The House of 
the Wolf: a Romance. 31. 6>/. 

Wood’s (Rev. J. 0.) Petland Revisited. 
With 33 lllusiraiiori.s. y. 6 d. 

Wood's (Kev. J. O.jj Strange Dwellings. 
With tnj IihJslralions. y. (hI. 

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. 11 
Illusiic'ition*;. y. 6d. 


Cookery, Domestic 

Acton.— Modern Cookrry. By Eliza j 
Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. j 
8vo., 4s. 6 d. i 

Bull.— Works by Thomas Bull, M.D, 
Hints to Mothers on the Manage- 
ment OF THEIR Health during} 
THE Period op Pregnancy. Fcp. 
8vo., xs . 6 d . - i 

The Maternal Management ofi 
Children in Health andDiseasp.. | 
Fq),;,8vo., iJ. 6rf. 


Management, &c. 

De Sails. — Works by Mrs. De Salib. 
Cakes and Confkction.s X la Mode. 

Fcp. 8vo., ti. 6d. 

Dogs: a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp. 
8vo., iJ. 6r/. 

Dressed Game and Poui.trv X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., u. 6d, 

Dressed Vegetables X la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo.. i;r. 6d. 

Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo.. ts. 6d. 
Entries X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d. 
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€ookery, Domestlo Managnoeiit, ha.—eontin»ei.' 


De Salle*— Works by Mrs. De Salis 
conHrtued. 

FLORAI.BeCOR ATIONS. Fcp. 8vo..».6^. 

Gakdisning a la Mode. Part I. 
Vegeiftl^s, IS , 6 d . ; Part It. Fruits, 
IS. od. 

National Viands X la ATooe. Fcp. 
8vo. , IS. 6d. 

NeW'LAID Eggs : Hints for Amateur 
Poultry Rearers. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d. 
Oystek s X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d. 
Puddings and Pastry a la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo. , IS. 6d. 

Savouries a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , is. 6d. 
Soups and Dup:ssbd Fish a la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo., ij. 6d. 

Sweets and Supper Dishes X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , u. 6d. 

Tempting Dishes for Small In- 
comes. Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d, 

Wrinkles and Notions for Every 
HouAhold. CT,6vo.tis.6d. 


Iiear.— M aigrb Cooebry. ^ L. 

Sidney Lear. z6mo.. ar. 

Poole.— Cookery for the Diabetic 

By W. H. and Mr8.^P00LE. With 

Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. 8vo., 9s..td. 

Walker.— Works by Jane H. W^krR. 

L.R.C.P. 

A Handbook for Mothers: being 
Simple Hints to Women oin«. the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy and Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care 
of Infants. Cr. 8vo., 2S. 6d, 

A Book for Every Woman. Part i. 
The Mantagement of Children in 
Health and out of Health. Crown 
8vo., 2S, 6d. 


HisodUaneoufi and Critioal Works. 


AlUnfl^m.— Varieties in Prose. 
By \ViLLiAM Allingham. 3 vols. Cr. 
8vo, i8r. (Vols. i and a, Rambles, by 
Patricius Walker. Vol. 3, Irish 
Sketches, etc. ) 

Armstrong.— E^ays and Sketches. 

By Edmund). Armstrong. Fcp.8vo.,sf. 
Bagehot.— Literary Studies. By 
Walter Bageiiot. With Portrait. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. each. 
Baring-Qould.— Curious Myths of 
THE Middi.k Ages. By Rev. S. 
Baring-Gould. Crown 8vo. . 3^. 6d. 
Battye. — Pictures in Prose op 
Nature, Wild Sport, and Humble 
Life. By Aubyn Trevor Battye, 
F.L.S., F.Z.S. Crown 8vo., dj. 

Bay ttea— Shakespeare Studies, and 
Other Essays. By the late Thomas 
Spencer Baynes, LL.B., LL.D. 
With a biographical Preface by Prof. 
Lewis Campbell. Crown 8vo. , 7s, 6d. 
Boyd (‘A. K. H. B/).-Works by 
A , K. H. Boyd, D.D., LUD. ^ 

And su MISCELLANEOUS THEOLO - 
GICAL WORKS , p . 24. 

Autumn Holidays op a Country 
'' Parson. Crown 8vo., dcf. 

. Commonplace Philosopher. Crown 
Svo,,3s,6d. 

jCkmcAL E<?says op a Country 
Parson. Crown 8va, 3s. 6d. 

East Coast Days and Memories. 

Crown 8va, 3s. 6d. 


Boyd c A. K. H. B.»).-Work9 by A. 
K. H. Boyd, D.D., LL.D. — ronHniud , 
Landscapes, Churches and Mora- 
lities. Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d. 

Leisure Hours in Town. Crovfn 
8vo., 3s. bd. 

LkssonsofMiddleAge. Cr.8vo.,3j.6d 
Our Little Life. Two Series. Cp. 
8vo. , 3s. 6d. each. 

OuK Homely Comedy: andTragedy. 
Crown 8vo. , 3s. 6d. 

Recreations of a Country Parson. 
Three Series. Cr, 8vo., y . 6d. each. 
Also First Series. Popular Ed. 8 vo., 

Butler.— Works by Samuel Butler. 
Erbwhon. Ct. 8vo., y . 

The Fair Haven. A Work in Defence 
of the Miraculous Element in our 
Lord's Ministry. Cr. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Life and Habit. An Essay after a 
Completer View of Evolution. Cr. 
8vo.. 7s. 6d 

Evolution, Old and New. Cr. 8vOn 
lor. 6d. 

Alps and Sanctuaries of Piedmont 
and Canton Ticino. Illustrated. 
Pott4ta, ios.6d. 

Luck, or Cunning, as thb Main 
Means of Organic Modification? 
Cr. 8vo., 7st 6d. 

Ex VoTO. An Account of the SaciD 
Monte or New Jerusalem at VaraUo- 
Sesia. Crown 8vo., lOii. 6d, » 
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*0wUt.r-AM ENGYCLOP/GDIA op ARCRI- I 
tecture. By Joseph Gwilt» F.S.A. 
Illustrated with more than iioo Engrav- 
inn on Wood. Revised (1888), with 
^ Alterations nnd Considerable Additions 
by Wyatt Tapwokth. 8vo., £2 tar. 6rf. 

J^ffbrioB.— ‘Worls by R. Jefferies. 
Field and Hedgerow * last Essays. 

Wiih Portrait Crown 8vo. , y. td. 
TH» Story op My Heart : With 
^i^rtrait apd New Preface by C. J. 
^ Longman. Crown 8vo , y . 6 d . 

Red {>f BR. lylllusis. Cr.Svo.. 31. 6d. 
The Toiuers of the Field. With 
Tortrah Crown 8vo , y. 6</. 

Wood Magic. With Frontispiece and 
* Vignette by E. V. B. Cr. 8vo., y. 6 d . 
Tmolghts prom this Wriiings of 
Richard Jefferies. Selected by 
H.b. HoolbWaylen. i6mo.,3r Ca . 


Johnson.— The Patentee’s Manual: I 
a Tieatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent. ByJ. & J. H. John- 
son, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo., lor 6F. 

liang.— Works by .‘\ndrrw Lang. 
Letters to Dead Authors. Fcp. 
8vo., as . 6 d . net. 

Letters on Literature. Fcp. 8vo , 
as . 6 d . net. , 

• Books and Bookmen. With 19 
Jllustrations. Fcp. 8vo., at . 6 d . not. 
Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo., ar. 6</. net 
Cock. Lane and Co&:kon Sense. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6 j. net j 

Iiaurie.— H istorical Survey of Pbe- < 
Christian Education. By S. S. 
Laurik, a. M. , LL. D. Crow n 8vo , lar. 


lieonard.— The Camel: Its Uses and 
Management By Major Arthur Glyn 
Leonard. Ro^l 8vo., au . net. 

iritacfiarren.— L ectureson Harmony. 
By Sir Geo. A. Macfarren. 8vo., tas . 

Max Muller.— Works by F. Max 
M t^LLER. 

India ; What can it Teach us ? Cr. 


Milner.— Works by George Munke. 
Country Pleasurks : the ChronWe of 
a Year chiefly la a Garden. (>. 8yo. , 


Studies op Nature on rjlB Coast 
OP Arran. With lilustiauons by 
W. Nol l Johnson Cr. 8vo.,6». 6rf. not. 

Poore.— Essays on Rural HYOirNE, 
By George Vivian Pookk. M.I)., 
F.R.C.P. With 13 Illustrations. C*r, 
8vo., (ir. 6< i . 

Proctor.-- Woi ks by R. A. riKKTOR. 
Strenuih and Happinkss. With 9 
Illusttatioiib. Crown 8vo., y. 

Strength: How to get S(Hlll|f^and 
keep Strong, with ('h ipteis on Ruw- 
ing and Swinitning Fat. Age, and the 
Waist. W]th9ll)iis. Ci. 8v\ar. 

HicbardBon.— N a fional Hp ait it. 
A Review of the Works of Sir Kdviin 
Chadwick. K.(, 1 ). By Sir H. W. 
Richard.son, M.D. Cr. 8vo,, w. 

RoBBettl*— A Shadow op Dani k l>e- 
ing an Essay towards studying Hiriiv If, 
his World, and his Pilgi image. By 
Maria FRANCi-srA Kosstm. Ci. 
8vo , lux. 6d. Cheap Kd'tion, 3^ bd. 

Solovyoff.— A Moulkn Piiifcs'iK.si> ok 
IbJH (Madame I 3 i a vat sky). Abridged 
and Tianslated on Behalf t>f the Society 
for Psychical Reseat cli fioin the Russian 
of Vsevolod SRKi.vPEvini .Solovysk. 
By Walter Leaf, Liit. D. With 
Appendices. Crown Svn , flj, 

Stevena.- On thf Siowagk ok Ships 
AND their CARGOP.S. With Infirma- 
tion regal ding Freights, C'harU’i-l'arlies, 
&c. By Kohkrt Whitr Stkvi .ss, 
Associ.ite Mi'iitlier of the Institute of 
Naval Architects. 8vo. 3ix. 


8vo., 3x. 6d. 

Chips from a German Workshop. 
V^. I., Recent Essays and Addresses. 

Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d. net. 

Vol. II., Biographical Essays. Cr. 
8vo., 6 s . 6 d . net, 

Vol. HI., Essays on Language and 
Literaturi^ Cr. 8vo.. 6t. 6d. net. 
Vol. IV., Essays on Mythology and 
Folk Lore. Crown 8vo., 8j. 6 d . 


VanDyko.-ATRXT-BooKof -ihk His- 
tory OP Pain'Iino. By John C. Van 
Dyke, of Rutgers College, U.S. With 
Frontispiece and X09 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown 8vo. . 6if. 

I 

’ West.— WiLi-q. AND How Not to 
Make Them. With a Selection of 
Leading Cases. By B. B. West. Fcp. 
8vo., ar. 6 d . 



lUsfaellaneoaB Theoilotfloal Works. - 

Church of BugUmd and Roman Catholic Works see Messrs. LongmlakS A^Co.'6 
Special Catalogues. ^ 

BAlfour.— The Foundations of Be- i Macdonald.— Works by GBO|tGBMA& 
LIEF: bein^ Notes I luooductorv to the donald. LL.D. 


Study of Theology. By the Right Hon. 
‘ Arthur J. Balfour, M.P. 8vo.,xa^.6^. 

Bqydo-^'orks bv A. K. H. Boyd, D.D. 
Counsel and Comfort from a City 
Fulpit. Crown 8vo., 6d. 

Sunday Afternoons in the Parish 
Church OP ASroTTisii University 
City. Crown 8vo., 3^. (id. 

Changed Aspects of Unchanged 
Truths. Crown 8vo., 35. (id. 
Graver Thoughts of a Country 
Par'sON. Three Series. Crown 8vo., 
3J. 6t/.-each. 

Present Day Thoughts. Crown 8vo., 

3J. 6d. 

Seaside Musings. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d. 
•Tqr* Meet the D-\y’ through the 
Christian Year ; being a Text of Scrip- 
ture, with an Original Medit.ition and 
a ^ort Selection in \'erse for Eveiy 
'Odj. Crown 8vo., 4J. (sd. 
OC’CASIONAL AND IMMEMORIAL DAYS. 
Cr. 8vo. , js. 6d. 

DOfTja SauBsaye.— A Manual of 
thEsSciencr of Religion. By Prof. 
Chanjepje de la Saussaye. Crown 
8vo.. lar. 6d. 

KaliBOh.— Works by M. M. Kalisch. 
Bible Studies. Part 1 . The Pro- 

f hccie.s of Balaam. 8vo., loj. 6if. Part 
[. The Book of Jonah. 8vo,, ioj. 6d. 
Commentary ON the Old Testament: 
with a new Translation. Vol. I. 
Genesis. 8vo., x8r. Or adapted for the 
General Reader, raj. Vol. II. Exodus. 
15J. Or adapted for the General 
Reader, lar. Vol. III. Leviticus, Part 
1 . X5.r. Or adapted for the General 

Reader. 8j. Vol. IV. Leviticus, Part 
II. 15J. Or adapted for the General 
Reader. 8 j. 

Martineau.— Works by James Mar- 
TiNKAU, D.D.. LL.D. 

Hours op Thought on Sacred 
Things: Sermons. aVols. Crown 
8 vo., 7j. 6d. each. 

Endeavours after the Christian 
Life. Discourses. Cr. 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 
The Seat of Authority in Religion. 
8vo., 

Essays, Reviews, and Addresses. 4 
Vols. Crown 8 vo., 7s. 6d. each. I. 
Personal ; Political. 11 . Ecclesiastical ; 
Historical. III. Theological; Philo- 
sophical. IV. Academics: Religious. 
Home Prayers, xi'ith Two Services for 
Pnblic Worship. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 


Unspoken Sermons. Three Series. 

Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. each. 

The Miracles of Our Loro. Crown 
8vo. , 3J. 6d. 

* A Book of .Strife, in the Form of 
THE Diary of an Old Soul: Poems 
i8mo., 6 s. 

Max Mailer.— Works by F. Max 
MOller. 

Hibbekt Lectures on the Okigi)K 
and Growth of Religion, as illus- 
trated by the Religions of India. 
Crown Bvo., 7s. 6d. 

Introduction to the Science of 
Religion : Four Lectures delivered at 
the Rovnl Institution. Cr. 8vo. ,35^ 6df. 
Natural Religion. The Gifford 
(Iflivered before, the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow in 1888. Cr. 8vo., 
xos. 6d. 

Physical Religion. 'Fhe Gifford 
Lectures, delivered before the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow in 1890. Cr. 8vo , 
xoj. m. 

Anthropological Religion. ITieGif 
ford Ijcctures, delivered before the 
University of Glasgow in 189T. Cr. 
8vo , IOJ. 6d. 

Theosophy ok Psychological Reli- 
gion. 'I he Gifford Lectures, delivered 
before the U ni versi ly ofGla.sgow ini 89a. 

I Cr. 8vo., IOJ. 6 d . 

1 Three Lecfurks on the Vedanta 

j Philosophy, delivered at the Royal 

Institution in March, 1894. 8vo.,5r. 

PhillipB.— The Teaching of the Ve- 
das. What Light docs it Throw on the 
Origin and Development of Religion? 
ByM AURiCE Phillips, London Mission, 

I Madras. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

BomanoB.— Though rs on Religion. 

I Bv the late George J. Romanes, author 
of 'Darwin and After Darwin,’ \’C. 
Crown 8vo, 4?. 6d. 

SUPERNAFURAL RELIGION: an. 
Inquiry into tlic Reality of Divine Revela- 
tion. 3 vqIs. 8vo. , 36J. 

Reply (A)to Dr.Lightfoot's Essays. 
By the Author of ' Su]x:rnatural Re- 
ligion*. Bvo. t 6s. 

The Gospel according to St. Peter: 
a Study. By the Author of ‘ Super- 
natural Religion 8vo., 6r. 

Thom.— A Spiritual Faith. Set- ' 
roons. By John Hamilton Tjiom. 
With a Memorial Pr«fa.^s by JAMES* 
Martineau, D.O. With Portmlt. 
Crown 8vo. 5s. 
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